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MoRAL and SACRED: . 
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OY 


Of the True Uſe of Ricuzs.. 
To the Ricur Sat 1 : 
Aiizn Lord BATHURST. | 
e e 0 


HO ſhall decide, when Doctors diſagree, 
And ſoundeſt Caſuiſts doubt like You and Me? 


You hold the Word, from Fove to Momus giv'n, 
That Man was made the ſtanding Jeſt of Heav'in, «+ 


„ og 


WS. 


* And Gol p but ſent to keep the Fools in Play, 1 -o 
| F or Half to heap, and Half to throw away. | 


But I, who think + more highly of our Kind, 
(And ſurely Heav'n and I are of a Mind) 
Opinenagiit Nature, as in Duty bound, 
Deep hid the ſhining Miſchief under Ground: 
But when, by Man's audacious Labour won, 
Flam'd forth this Rival to its Sire, the Sun, 
Then, in plain Proſe, were made two Sorts of Men, 
To ſquander ſome, and ſome to hide agen. : 
Like DoRors thus, when much Diſpute has paſt, 
We find our Tenets juſt the ſame at laſt. 
Both fairly owning, Riches in Effet | 
No Grace of Heav'n, or Token of th' Elect, 
_ Giyvn to the Fool, the Mad, the Vain, the Evil, 
0 Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devi } — 
What Nature wants, commodious Gold beſtows, 
'Tis thus we eat the Bread another ſows: 
But how unequal it beſtows, obſerve, 
Tis thus we riot, while who ſow it, ſtarve. 
What Nature wants (a Phraſe I much diſtruſt) | 
Extends to Luxury, extends to A 
And if we count among the Needs of Life 
Another's Toil, why not another's Wife? 
Uſeful, we grant, it ſerves what Life requires, 
But dreaeful . the dark Aſſaſſin hires: 
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1 That the True Uſe of Ricnes is known to few, 
moſt falling i into one of = Extremes, ons, or Pro- 


finn. 


| Trade . 
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Trade it may help, Society extend ; 

But lures the yrate, and corrupts the Friend: 

It raiſes Armies in a Nation's Aid, | 

But bribes a Senate, and the Land's betray'd.. 
Oh! that ſuch bulky Bribes as all might WW , 

Still, as of old, encumber'd Villainy ! „ 

In vain may Heroes fight, and Patriots rare, x {of 

If ſecret Gold ſaps on from Knave to Knave. 

Could France or Rome divert our brave Deſigns; 

With all their Brandies, or with all their Wines ? 


What could they more * Knights and "Squires con- 
found, 


Or water all the Quorum ten Miles rouudꝰ 

A Stateſman's Slumbers how this Speech would ſpoil! 
« Sir, Spain has ſent a thouſand Jars of Oyl ; 

“Huge Bales of Britiſb Cloth blockade the Door; 

A hundred Oxen at your Levee roar. 


Poor Avarice one Torment more would find, 
Nor could Profuſion ſquander all, in Kind. 
Aftride his Cheeſe Sir Morgan might we. meet, 
And Worldly crying Coals from Street to Street, 
(Whom with a Wig ſo wild; and Mien ſo maz d, 
Pity Miſtakes for ſome poor Tradeſman craz'd. I 
Had Colepeper's whole Wealth been Hops and Hogs,. 
Could he himſelf have ſent it to the Dogs? 5 
His Grace will game: To Myite's a Bull be led, - 
With ſpurning Heels, and with a Butting Head; 
To White's be carry d, as to antient Games, 
Fair Courſers, Vaſes, and alluring Dames. 8 
Shall then Lxorio, if the Stakes he ſweep, 


Bear home Six Whores, and make his Lady * Py 
\A 4 op 
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Or ſoft Adonis, ſd perfum d and fine, - - 
Drive to St. Fames's à whole Herd of Sine? 
Ohl! filthy Check on all induſtrious Skill, 


| To ſpoil the Nation's laſt great Trade, Nut. 


2 Once, ve confeſs, beneath the Patriots Cloak, 


From the crack d Bagg the dropping Guinea pate, 
And gingling down the Back-Stairs, told the Crew, 
Old Cato is as great a Rogue as Fou.“ 

Bleſt Paper Credit! that advanc'd fo kigh, 935 

Now lends Corruption lighter Wings to fly! 

Gold, imp'd with this, can compaſs hardeſt Things, 
Can pocket States, or 3 fetch or carry King; 

A ſingle Leaf can waft an Army oer, 
4 Or * off Senates to r * ; 


_— TT „ — * — : * 


2 8 the Patriat's Cloak. ] This is a true 
Story which happened in the Reign of William III. to 
an unſuſpected old Patriot, who coming out of the Back- 
Door from having been cloſeted by the King, where he 
had received a large Bag of Guineas, the burſting of the 
| Bag diſcovered his Buſineſs there. - | 
fetch and carry Kings.) In our Author's 
Time, many Princes had been ſent about the World, 
and great Changes of Kings projected in Europe. The 
Partition Treaty had diſpos'd of Spain; France had ſet | 
up a King for England, who was ſent to Scotland, and 
back again; King Staniſſaus was ſent. to Poland, and 
back again ; the Duke of Arion was ſent to Shai; and 
Don Carlos to Daly. _ 
4 Or gi off Senates to ſome Abort Spore.] Alluding 
to ſeveral Minifters, Counſellors, and Patriots, baniſhed 
in our Times to Siberia, and to that more glorious Fate 
of the Parliament of Paris, baniſh'd to Pantoiſe i in the | 


Year 1720. 


—_—_—— — & — — 
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1 
A Leaf 


Mower” * Sacred Porns. 7 
5 A Leaf like $j5/*s, featters to and fro 
Our Fates and Fortunes as the Winds tha}! blow; 


Pregnant with Thoufands flits the Scrap unſeen, 
And filent fells a King, or buys a Queen. + 


Well then, erich the Wan we Rand or fall | 
Come take it as. we find ic. Gold and all. 


6 What Riclics give us, ww bit ebe; 8 

Meat, Fire, and Choaths. Whar more?” Meat, Cloaths 
an_ Fe. 

Is this too Little? Would you more than five? 
Alas! *tis more than 7 Turner finds. tlie _— 
Alas ! tis more than. tall his Viſions paſt) - 
Unhappy Wharton, wak ing, found at. aſt! 

What can they give? to dying? Hopiins Heirs? | 
To Chartres Vigour, 9 Jajhet Noſe and Ears? 


„ —_— 


: „* A Leaf like Sybil's VIA. En. 6. 5 
What Riches give us, &c. J That Riches, ei- 
; 4s to the Awaricious or the Prodigal, cannot afford 
| Neceſaries, much leſs Happineſs.  : 
IN TuxxkR.] One, who being poſſeſſed of | 
Three Hundred 'Thouſand Pounds, laid down his Coach 
becauſe Intereſt was reduced from 2 to four per (nu. 
and then put Seventy Thouſand into the Charn ble Car. 
| poration for better Intereſt ; which Sum having loft, he 
took it ſo much to- Heart, that he: kept has Chamber 
ever after. It is thought he would not have out-hiv'd 
it, but that he was Heir to another conſiderable Eſtate 
which he daily expected, and that by this Courſe of 
Life he fav'd both Cloaths and all other Expences. 

8 Hoykins.)] A Citizen whoſe Rapacity obtain'd 
him the Name of Vultur Hopkins. He liv'd worthleſs, 
but died avorth' Three Hundred Thouſand Pounds. 

9 Japnzr, Noſe and Ears.) JIArRHET CROOK, alfas 
Sir PETER STRANGER, Was puniſh” 1 with the Loſs of 

: | thoſe 


8 Morar and SACRED Forms. | 


Can they in Gems bid pallid Hippia n 

In Fubvia' $ Buckle caſe the Throbs below, 

Or heal, old Nar/er, thy obſcener All, 
With all th Embroid'ry plaiſter'd at thy Tail? 

They might (were Harpaæ not too wiſe to ſpend) 
Give: Harpax ſelf the Bleſſing of a Friend; 

Or find ſome Doctor that would ſave the Life S's 
Of wretched Shylech, ſpite of Shyleck's Wife; 

But Thouſands die, without or this or that. 
Die, and endow a College, or a Cat: ; : : 
To ſome indeed Heav'n grants the happier Fate 7 

I' enrich a Baſtard, or a Son they hate. = 1 


Perhaps you the Poor might have their Part? 
Bond damns the RO hates them from his Heart : 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a Rule, 
That © every Man in Want is Knave or Fool: 
. «© Gop cannot love (ſays Blunt, with lifted Eyes) 
8 The Wretch he ſtarves, * and piouſly denies: * 
| But rev rend dei with a ſofter Air, TY 
| Admits, and leaves them. Providence's Gare: + 


en like InſeQs, when conceal'd chey ile, 

Wait but for Wings, and in their Seaſon, fly. n 
Who ſees pale Mammon pine amidſt his Store, 1+ | 
Sees but a backward Steward for the Poor; 
This Year a Reſervoir, to keep and ſpare, 

The 25 a Fountain . * his Heir, 


1 * 
— 


| thoſe "I for having al 7 a . of an Eftate 
to himſelf, upon which he took up ſeveral Tabbed 
Pounds. 
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In laviſh Streams to quench a Country's THE. ri 
And Men, and Dogs, ſhall drink him till they burſt. — 


Old Cotta ſham'd his Fortune, and his Birth, 
10 Yet was not Cotta void of Wit; or Worth : 
What tho? (the Uſe of barb'rous'Spits 7 
His Kitchen vy'd in Coolneſs with his Grot? 
His Court with Nettles; Moat with Creſſes ſtor'd, 5 
11 With Soups unbought, and Sallads, bleſt his 2 * 
If Cotta liv'd on Pulſe, it was no more 5 
| Than Bramins, Saints, and Sages did before; 
To cram the Rich, was prodigal Expence, 
And who would take the Poor from Providence 2 
Like ſome lone Chartreuſe ſtands the good old Hall, 
| Silence without, and Faſts within the Wall; n 

No rafted Roofs with Dance and Tabor ſound , 
No Noontide Bell invites the Country round; 
Tenants with Sighs the ſmoakleſs Towr's ſurvey, 
And turn the unwilling Steed another Way: 5 
Benighted Wanderers, the Foreſt ober, | 
Curſe the ſav d Candle, and unopening Door: 
While the gaunt Maſtiff, growling at the Gate, 
Affrights the Beggar whom he longs to eat. 


12 Not ſo his Son ; he mark'd this Overſight, 
And then miſtook reverſe of Wrong for Right; | 
For what to ſhun will no great Knowledge need, 
But what to follow, is a Taſk ms TTY 


1 How a "Mifer acts v upon Principles which al appear 
to him reaſonable. *' : 
12 How a Prodigal does the fame. Z 
11 Vith Soups 2 ] — VOY menſas one- 
* 9 Vr RG. | 

. Whole 


VP 


; Al 4 Ae Pointe”. ba 


Whole ſlanghiter'd , and Floods of Wine, 
Fill the eapacious Squire, Und deep Divine. | 
Yet no mean Motive this Profufion 3 050 
| His Oxen periſh in his Country's. Cauſe : | 1 Gs 
| *Tis Grone and ETAEATV that erowns- the > Cup, 2 
And Zeal for that great Houſe which eats him u. 
The Woods recede around the naked Seat, 111 
The Sylvans groan ——no Matter —— for the Fleet. 
Next goes his Wool, to clothe our valiant Bands, 
Laſt, for his Country's Love, he ſells his Lands. 
To Town he comes, compleats the Nation's Hope, 
And heads the bold Train-bands, and bums a Pope. 
| And ſhall not Britain now reward his Foils ?: 
— (Britain, that pays her Patriots with her Spoils I 
E In vain at Court the Bankrupt pleads his Cauſe, 
His thankleſs Country leaves him to her Laws. 


135 The Senſe to value Riches, with the Art 
T” enjoy them, and the Virtue toIimpart, 
Not meanly, nor ambitiouſſ purſu'd, 
Not ſunk by Sloth, nor rais'd by Servitude ; ; 
2 To ballanee Fortune by a juſt Expence, 


Join with Oeconomy, Magnificence, pans 
With Splendor, Charity, with Plenty, Health ;. - 4+ | 
Oh teach us, Barnuxsr I yet unſpoil'& by Wealth! 
That Secret rare, between th Extremes to move 

Of mad Good- nature and of mean Self- love. 


To Want, or Worth, well-weigh'd, be Bounty: . n, 
| And eaſe or emulate, the Care of Heav'n. | 4 


E 


11 


* oa 4 8 n 


15 1 The this Medium = true Uſe of Picker. 
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Whoſe 4 
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Whoſe Meaſure full o 'exflows on Human Race, 

Mends F ortune 8 F ault, and juſtifies her Grace. 0 
Wealth in the Groſs i is Death, but Life diffus 5 Ant 
As Poiſon heals, in juſt Proportion us d. 
In Heaps, like Ambergriſe, a Stink, it lies, 1 
But well diſpers d, is Incenſe to the Skies. SP IF, 


Who farves by Nobles, or with Ne ear! 


The Wreiel that truſts them; and the Roger that | 
cheats. I}, 1 


bs 3 Lord, who knows a chearful. Noon, Boll | 

Without a Fidler, Hlast rer or Buſoan p F | 
_ Whoſe Table, Wit, or wated. Mezit bare 

Un-elbow'd by. a Gameſter,. Pimp, or Pie 

Who copies Yours, or 4 Oxrorp's: nl . 
To eaſe th! Oppreſs d, and raiſe the ſink ing REY | 

Where.e'ex-heſhines, Oh Fortune gild the Scene, 

And Angels guard him in the Golden Mean! 

There, Engl; Branty, yet a while may and, 

And Honour linger: e er i it leaves the Land. 


But all our Praiſes why ſhould Lords engroſs * 
Riſe — r 0 vs the Man of Ross; z, 


Pleas d 


* 5 Ly 
< & "LS W 4 
£ — 4 5 a PR 
- T 


ws 


* Dr —— 4 * * een 


hoes Oxrozy' 1 pars Euxbard Hurley Earl of 


Oxford, the Son of Robert, created Earl of Oxford and 
Earl Mortimer by Queen AnNE. 


1s The Man of Ross.] The 'Perfon here 3 


Who with a Eſtate actually perform'd all theſe. 


good Works, and whoſe. true Name was almoſt loſt 
Hare y by. the Title of the Man of Roſe, given him by 
Way of Eminence, and partly by being buried with- 
out ſo much as an * was called Mr. John 
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Pleas'd Vaga Echoes thro* her winding Bounds, 
And rapid Severn hoarſe Applauſe reſounds. 
Who lung with Woods yon Mountain's ſultry Brow? 
From the dry Rock who bade the Waters flow? 
Not to the Skies in uſeleſs Columns toſt, 5 | 
Or in proud Falls magnificently loft, 
But clear and artleſs, pouring thro” the Plain 
Health to che Sick, and Solace to the Swain: 
| Whoſe Cauſe-way parts the Vale with ſnady Row/s? 
Whoſe Seats the weary Traveller repoſe? 
Who taught that Heav'n - directed Spire to riſe? pot 
The Man of Ross, each liſping Babe replies. 
Behold the Market - place with Poor o WY 
The Maniof.Ross divides. the Weekly Bread: 
He feeds yon Alms-houſe,: neat, but void of — 
Him portion ' d Maids, apprentic'd Orphans bleſt, | ba 
The Young who labour. and the Old who reſt, 
Is any ſick ? the Man of Ross relieves, 5 
Preſcribes, attends, the Med' cine 3 and gives. 
Is there a a Variance ? enter but his Door, . | 
+] Balk ' d are the Courts, and Conteſt is no more. 
Dieſpairing Qꝛac ls with Curſes fled the Place, 
And vile Attorneys, now an uſeleſs Race. 1 
Thrice happy Man! enabled to purſue 
What all fo wiſh, but want the Pow r to do. 
Oh ſay, what Sums that gen'rous Hand ſupply 2 
What Mines, to fwell * boundleſs n! 


14 


7 G % 
* . 1 


4 He died 5 in he Year: 1724, aged 4 go, 7; lies 
interr'd in the Chancel me the Le Ween of up, in Here- 


Or | of | 


43, at 


— 
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Of Debts and Taxes, Wife and Children clear, 

This Man poſſeſt — five hundred Pounds : a Year. 

Bluſh Grandeur, HI” Proud Sone nc your 
Blaze! 775 

ve little Stars! hide your diminiſh'd Rays. 


« And what? no Monument, Tofripton, 3 Stone? 

« His Race, his Form, his Name almoſt unknown? 
| Who builds a Church to Gov, and not to. Os 
Will never mark the Marble with his Name: 
Go ſearch i it there, * where to be born and die, 
Of Rich and Poor makes all the Hiſtory; ; 
Enough, that Virtue fill'd the Space between; . 
Prov'd by the Ends of Being, to have been. 
When Hopkins dies, a thouſand Lights attend | 
The Wretch, who living, ſav'd a Candle's End: 
Should'ring Gop's Altar a vile Image ſtands, 
Belies his Features, nay extends his Hands ; * 
That live-long Wig which Gorgor's Self might own, 
16 Eternal Buckle takes in Parian Stone. 
Behold what Bleſſings Wealth to Life can lend! 

And ſee, what Comfort it affords our End. 


17 In the worlt Ina's worſt Room, with Mat half- 
hung, 1 
The D of Plaiſter, and Hes Walls of Dung, 


* The Pariſh Regiſter. 

16 Eternal Buckle takes in Parian Stone.] ridicules 
the wretched Tafte of carving large Perriwigs on Buſ- 
to's, of which there are ſeveral vile Examples in the 
Tombs. at Weſtminſter and elſewhere. 

* Fate of che PROFUSE in in Life and 

cath, . g 


* On 


14 "Monat an Saria 8 
On once a Flockbed, but repair'd with Straw, | 
With Tape-ty'd Curtains, never meant to draw. 


The George and Garter dangling from that Bed 
Where tawdry Yellow ſtrove with dirty Red, 


18 Great Villers lies —alas! how chang'd from him, 


That Life of Pleaſure, and that Soul of Whim!. 
Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud Alcove, 

The Bow'r of wanton Shrewſbury and Love ; 3 

Or juſt as gay, at Council, in a Ring 

Of mimick'd Stateſmen, and their merry King: 

No Wit to flatter, left of all his Store! 

No Fool to laugh at, which he valu'd more. | | 
There, Victor of his Health, of F ortune, F riends, 
And Fame, this — of uſeleſs Thouſands ends. 


— 
mn 


— — 


18 = Filler Duke of Buckingham, who. died. in 


this manner. 


TRANSLATED 
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ARGUMENT. 


The Poet's Defg n, in this SaTYR, is to 
repreſent the various Wiſhes and De- 
figns of Mankind and to ſet out the 
Folly of em He runs through 
all the ue? Heads of Riches, Hon- 
ours, Eloquence, Fame for Martial 
1 Atchi evments, Long Life, and Beau- 
ty; and gives Inſtances in each, how 
frequently they have prov'd the Ruin of 
thoſe that own'd them. Je concludes 
therefore, that fince wwe generally chuſe 


ſo ill. for Ourſelves, we ſhould do better 


T5 leave it ts Gop to make the C Hoice 


for us. All abe can ſafely aſk of Hea- 
. ven lies within à very ſmall Compaſs : 
*Tis but Health of Body and Mind. 
And if we, have theſe, tis not much 
Matter what we want beſides; for we 

bave already enoug 85 to make us happy. 
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OOK' round the habitable World, how few - 
Know their own Good ; or knowin ving it, Purſue. 
How void of Reaſon are our Hopes and Far” 
What in the Conduct of our Life appears | 2 6 5 
So well deſign'd, ſo luckily begun, 


But, when we have our Wi, we with undone? | 


- - 75 


Whole Houſes, of their whole Deſires poſe, 
Are often ruih'd at their own Requeſt. 
In Wars, and Peace, Things hurtful we require, 
When made obnoxious to our own Deſire. 
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The £ overs Foal, he dd his Pons boaſt & 
In that preſuming Confidence was loſt : 


But more have been by Avarice oppreſt, _-= i 


And Heaps of Money crowded in the Cheſt : © _ 
Unweildly Sums of Wealth, which higher mount 
Than Files of Marſhal'd Figures can Account. 

To which the Stores of Caſus, in the Scale, 
Wou'd look like little Dolphins, when they ſail _ 

In the vaſt Shadow of the Britiſb Whale. 


For this, in Nero's arbitrary Time, 

When Virtue was a Guilt, and Wealth a Crime, 
A Troopiof Cut*throat Guards were ſent, to ſeize 

The Rich Mens Goods, and ſpoil their Palaces: _ 

The fearful Paſſenger, who travels late, 


> Charg'd with the Carriage of a paltry. . 5 


Shakes at the Moon-ſhine Shadow of a Ruſh; 

And ſees à Red Coat riſe from ev ry Buſh : 

The Beggar ſings, ev'n when he ſees the Place 
Beſet with. Thieves, and never mends his 8 Pace. I 


Of all the Vows, the firſt and chief Requeſt | 

Of each, is to be Richer than the reſt :. 

And yet no Doubts the poor Man's Draught controul; 3 
He dreads no Poiſon i in his homely Bowl. i 


* - — 
1 * 


R CY 


going to rend an Oak, periſh'd in the Attempt: For 
his Arms were caught in the ae of it; and he was 
devour'd Þy wild Beaſts. 


. 


l 


x Milo of 8 who for a Tryal of his Strength, 


' 
. " 
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2 
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1 4 
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8 
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= To mortify the mighty Madman's Pride. 
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Then fear the deadly Drug, when Gems divine 
Enchaſe the Cup, and Fackle! in the Wine. 


Will you not now the Pair of Sages praiſe, 


| One laugh'd at Follies, one lamented Crimes : 

| Democritus cou'd feed his Spleen, and ſhake 

His Sides and Shoulders till he felt 'em ake ; | 

Tho? in his Country Town no Lieorg were, > 
Nor Rods, nor Ax, nor 7; ribune did appear: 2. 
Nor all the Foppiſh Gravity of Show, 

Which canning Magiſtrates on Crowds beſtow. 


Wat had he done, had he beheld on high 

Our Prætor ſeated, in Mock Majeſty ; 
His Chariot rolling o'er the duſty Place, 
While, with' dumb Pride, and a ſet formal F ace, 
He moves, in the dull ceremonial Track, 5 
With Jove's embroider'd Coat upon his Back: 
A heavy Gugaw (call'd a Crown) that-pread .. 
About his Temples, drown'd-his narrow Head; 
And would have cruſh'd it with the maſly Freight, 
But that a ſweating Slave ſuſtain'd the Weight: 
| A Slave in the ſame Chariot ſeen to ride, 1 


Add now th' Imperial Eagle, rais'd on high, 
With golden Beak (the Mark of Majeſty) ) 
Trumpets before, and on the Left and Right, 
A Cavalcade of Nobles, all in white: | 
In their own Nature falſe and flatt ring Tribes, 
But mags his Friends, by Places and by Bribes. 


Who this Hime End purſu'd, by ſeveral Ways? i aila 1A 
One pity'd, one contemn d the woful Times; wy 5 8 A 
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Sufficient Cauſe to laugh at Human Kaba. 
To laugh at all the vulgar Cares and Fears; 


| At their vain Triumphs, and their vainer Fett TY r 
An equal Temper in his Mind he found, 06 


When Fortune flatter'd him, and when ſhe frown” 
Tis plain, from hence, that what Our Vows uk. 


| Are hurtful Things, or uſeleſs at the beſt. | 


Some aſk for envy'd Pow'r ; which _—_ Hate 


1 


Purſues, and hurries headlong to its Fate 255 


The ſame Effects of vulgar Fury feel ; 


The Smith prepares his Hammer for che Stroke, 13 > A 


Down go the Titles; and the Statue Crown'd | 
Is by baſe Hands in the next River drown'd. 
The guiltleſs Horſes and the Chariot Wheel 


While the Lung'd Bellows hiſſing Fire provoke; . -// 


vith A and 2 a en. mY L 
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Milk white, and large, lead to the Capitol; * 


Sejanus with a Rope i is dragg d along 


. 
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5 {FD was. 7 n s firſt F . 4 while he | 
continued ſo, had the higheſt Marks of Honour be- 


ſtow'd on him; Statues and Triumpha 


1 Chariots were 


every where erected to him: — But as ſoon as he fell 
into Diſgrace with the Emperor, theſe were all imme 
diately diſmounted; and the Senate and common Peo- 


ple inſulted over bim As 1 as 1 RY on him 
before. 20. 1 yd 21 289 7 74 ew ibes 4 241 
11 | 


| 
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MoRAL and SACRED PoEMs. 25 
« Good Lord, they ery, what Erhiop Lips he has, 
How foul a Snout, and what a hanging Face! + 
By Heav'n, I never cou'd endure his Sight; 
But ſay, how came his monſtrous Crimes to Light? 
What is the Charge, and who the Evidence + 
(The Saviour of the Nation and the Prince?) 
Nothing of this; but our old Cæſar ſennt 
A Noiſy Letter to his Parliament 
« Nay, Sirs, if Czſar writ, I aſk no more. 
l eee de 
All follow Fortune, and the common Cry 
Is till againſt the Rogue condemn'd to die. 


But the ſame very Mob, that Raſcal Crowd, 
Had ery'd Seiarus, with a Shout as loud: 
Had his Defigns (by Fortune*s Favour __ 
Succeeded, a the” Prince's Age r 
3 3%. 165 

Now tell me A l thou Ponds * State, 
To be, like him, Firſt Miniſter of State? L 29 
To have thy Levees crouded with Reſort 
Of a depending, gaping, ſervile Court : 
Diſpoſe all Honours of the Sword and Gown,” 
Grace with a Nod, and Ruin with a own 
To hold thy Prince in Papil Age, and Sway 
That Monarch, whom the Maſter d World cy 


I well believe, thou would'ſt be great as VE 3 F 
For every Man's a Fool to that Degree : Py 
All wiſh the dire Prerogative, to kill; | 
Ev'n they would have the Pow'r, who want the Will: 


115 | But 
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| Bar weden tho hare hy Wits ea 
| Would't een, eee | ue 
TOE pee n, eee 5 
Bigly to look, and barb rouſly to ſpeak; 

To pound falſe Weights, and awry Mears rea! 
Then, grant we chat Sgjanur went aſtray 

In ev'ry Wiſh, and knew not how to pray: 7 
For he who-grafp!d the World: —— 
Vet never had enough, but wiſh'd for more, 
Rais d a Top-heavy Tow'r, of monſtrous Hab 
Which mould'ring, cruſh'd him underneath ae wech. 


. What did the mighty Pumpg' Fall beget? | 
What ruin'd 3 him, who, Gre ths the Gen, 
The ſtubborn Pride of Roman Nobles broke: 
And bent their haughty Necks beneath his Yoke!... 
What elſe, but his immoderate Luſt of Pow'r, 
Prayers made and granted in a Luckleſs Hour? 
For few Uſurpers to the Shades deſcend lu 
Wan | 
The Boy, whore bs pat Entrance down 
To his proud Pedant,: or. declin'd a Noun, . a 
| so ſmall an, FI, that when the Days are foul, | | 
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vet * and hopes (and aner nothing leſs). 2 ; 2 | 
To prove * a Tully, or Damoſfbenes: Mos ae? ail | 
But both thoſe Orators ſo much pal "iP 1 
In their own Depths of Eloquence were enn 
The Hand and Head were never loſt, of thoſe = 


21 


Who rhym'd 3 in | Doggrel, « or who punn 00 in Proſe. 3 


t. 


Fortune Firtun's th! tings Notes of Sogn” 


Till I, thy Cliifal fold} tonfol*&'thy Dou 
His Fate had crept below the lifted aue 


Had all his Malice been to murder Words. 
I rather would, be M#6ius, threſh for Rhymes 858 
Like king dabiBodins axle Berta v n M's woo, b 


Than 5. that Philippgue fatally Divin t; 5446 2 
Which is inſcrib'd the Second, ſhould be he 7 
Nor he, the Wonder of the Grecian Fhrong, 

Who drove them with the Torrent of his Tore, 
Who ſhook the Theatres, and ſway' d _— god 

of Athens, found a more propitious' Fate. 


* 


4 Dans be and Talh, , both died for ot Oratary * 
Demoſthenes gave himſelf Poiſon, to avoid being carried 
to Antipater, one of Amen s Captains, who . 
then made himſelf Maſter of Atbens. Tully was mur- 
dered by M. Anthony's Order, in fetufp, for thoſe In 
vectives he had made againſt him. . 

5 The Latin of this Couplet, is à famous Verſe of 
Tully's, in which he ſets out: the Happineſs of his oum 
Conſulſhip ; Famous for the Vanity. and ill Poetry; of it. 
For Tully, tho“ he had a great eur of the Ode, had 
no great Share of the Other a 8 Es 

The Orations of Tally, an M. „ Were 
ſtile'd by him PZ:/; Ser Imitation of  Demeſthencs,") 
who had given that Name before to” thoſe he ade 
voy 728 of Macedon,” © | 


SD ; Whom, 


4 
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| Whom, born beneath a boding Horoſcope, | 

His Sire, the blear-ey'd Vulcan of a Shop, 1 PL 
From Mars his Forge ſent to Minerwa's Schools, 
To lem the unlucky Art of wheedling Fools. | 


| so much the Thirſt of Honour fires the Blood! | #58 
80 many wou'd be Great, ſo few be Good! 
For who wou d Virtue for herſelf. regard, 
Vet this mad Chace of Fame, by few-purſu'd, 
Has drawn Deſtruction on the Multitude ; | 
This Avarice of Praiſe in Times to comem 
| Thoſe long Inſcriptions,  crowded;on the Tomb, 
Shou' d ene vid kr Trg tak her native Bent, wy 
And heave below: the gaudy Monument. 
Wou'd crack the Marble Titles, and diſperſe 
The Characters of all the lying Verſe. ; 
2 For Ichr themſelves muſt crumbling fal! e 
| | F In Time's Abyſs, the Common Grave of All. Es 


Ti Great Hannibal within the Ballance lay; 
And tell how many Pounds his Aſhes weigh? - 
Whom Afich was not able to contain, | 
| Whoſe Length runs level with th* Adlantick Main, 
And wearies fruitful N;lus, to convey 
His Sun-beat Waters by. ſo long a Way; 
Which E:hiopia's double Clime divides, 
1 And Elephants in other Mountains hides. 
daun firſt he won, the Pyrexeans pa, 
bo And ficepy 4þs, the Mounds that Nature caſt: 
0 * | But with corroding Juices, as he went, . . 
1 A Paſſage through the living Rocks he rent. . 
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Then, like a Torrent r ye r 
He pours his Head - long Rage on ah, 

In three victorious Battles over- run; Ele 123 
Vet ſtill uneaſy, cries, 4 Thwie's nochf doin; 1 
Till level with the Ground their Gates are laid; 
And Punick Flags on Reman Tow iw diſplay'd.”” 


_ Aſk what a Face belong'd to his high Fame? | 
OO by not 0 
ign-poſt Dawber wou'd diſdain to paint 2758 
A \one-cy'd Heroe on his Elephant. hs l 
Now. what's his End? O charming Glory! ſay 
Wwunnmmm nn] 
In one deciding Battle overcome, x 111 
He flies ; i flow his Neviie Ailing: big 
Begs Refuge in a Foreign Court, and there FE 
Attends, his fad Petition to prefer; © 4 ĩ7x! 
Repuls*d by Surly Grooms, who wait before 
The Sleeping Tyrant's interdifted Door. E ed 


What Wondrous Sort of Death has Heay' ndefgn'd 
Diſtinguiſh'd from the Herd of Human Kind, +4 
For ſo untam'd, ſo turbulent a Mind! - 

Nor Swords at Hand, nor hiſſing Darts afar, - 

Are doom'd t* avenge the tedious, bloody War, 

But Poiſon, drawn thro a Ring's hollow Plate, 

Muſt finiſh him ; a ſucking Infant's Fate. 


| Go, climb the Rugged Alps, ambitious Fool, 


To pleaſe the Boys and be a Theme at School. 


| One World ſuffce d not Alexander's Mind 3 
Coop'd up, he ſeem'd in Earth and Seas conte d. i 


˙ã And 


The mighty Son how fall « Body b, wb 
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Rivers, whoſe Depth no harp Beholder ſees, 


Which in his Cups the-bot-brain'd Poet — 
But how did he return, this -havghty Brave, 


And Furus never ſuch hani Uſage found —— =» 
. = Eden 242 gage, EM 1 
{ 2 ben, 3 3 died. 155 n 
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28 Monk AL and SAckeD Por xs. 
And, ſtruggling, ſtreteh d his reſtleſs Limbs __ gf 
The narrow Globe, to ſind a Paſſage out. 10 
Vet enter'd in the 7 Brick · built Town, W 
The Tomb, and found the ſtrait eee will: 
Death only this myſterious Truth unfolds, | 


5 Old Greece 2 Tale of Alen would make out, 
Out from the 2ontinent 
Seas hid with — Worn A 
The Channel, on a Bridge from Shore to Shore: | 


Drunk at an Army's'Dinner, to the Lees, 
With a long Legend of -Romantick Things, 


Who whipt the Winds, and made the Sea his Kine 
(Tho' Neptune took unkindly to be bound? BY Þ 


8 Aerxcs is repreſented i in Hiſtory e very Ro- 
W Manner, affecting Fame beyond Meaſure, and. 


5 doing the moſt extravagant Things to compaſs it. 


Mount Athos made a prodigious En in the 
LEgean Sea: He is ſaid to have cut a Channel through 
it, and to have fail'd round it. He made a Bridge of 


Boats over the Helleſpont, where it was three Miles 


broad; And order d a Whipping for the Winds and 
Seas, becauſe they had once croſs d his Deſigns, as we 


have a very ſolemn Account of it in Herodot. But 
after all theſe vain Boaſts, he was ſhamefally beaten by 
DBemiſtocles, at Salami,; and return'd home, "AY 
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In a poor — FCC -: t N 


For Fame n but let h Event declare 5 
nn, Ren 1 * 


7 Hearen grant me 
neben em W eee it + ble 
Bah Sick 1nd Heal, Od and Young conſpire 
In this one Silly, Miſchievous Defire. | 


Miſtaken Blefling which old Age they call, 


"Tis a long, naſty, darkſome Hoſpital, 

A ropy Chain of Rheums, a. Viſage rough, 
Deform'd, unfeatur'd, and a Skin of Buff: 

A ſtitch-faln Cheek, that hangs below the Jaw ; 
Such Wrinkles, as a ſkilful Hand wou'd draw 


For an old Grandam Ape, when, with a Grace, | 


She fits at Squat, _ ſcrubs her Leathern Face. 


His Loſs of Members is a heary Curl, 
But all his Faculties ; detay'd; a worſe! 


His Servants Names he has forgotteri . 


Knows not his Friend who ſupp'd with ry 
Yet worſe ſuppoſe his Senſes are his ow n, 15 


He lives to be chief Mourner for his Son: 


Before his Face his Wife and Brother burns; 1 
He numbers all his Kindred in their Urns. 
Theſe are the Fines he pays for living logg. 1 | 
And "OT tedious er in his een Wren? | er 
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Next to the ; Fn, 8 Age, . "the Pylian King 9 
Was longeſt liv'd of any Two-legg'd Thang ; 


Bleſt to-defraud-the Graye ſo long, to mount 


His 2c number d Years, and on his Right-hand count. 
Hold! his brave Son upon the Fur ral Pyre 


He ſees extended, and his Beard on Fire: 
He turns and weeping, aſks his Friends, Whas e 


Had curs'd his Age to this pf Time? 


Thus mourn'd Old 3 * for Achilles ſlain, „ 
And thus 2 5 F ather did complain, _ 
| How Fortunate an End had Priam mes. ON 
Among his Anceſtors a mighty 8 wn = 


While Troy yet ood : When Hector b the Rate ol 
Of Royal Children might his Funeral grace: _ 


Amiqdſt the Tears of 7. rojan Dames inurn'd, - 
140 by his Loyal Daughters truly mou d! 
Had Heav'n ſo bleſt him, he had dy'd before 


His Town in Flames) Nady 4 


1 1 


1 


f % 


9 Ne eftor King of C He, who y was 300 Years old, ac- 
cording to Homes 1 at feaſt as he? Is underſlood 
by his rr en 24 nggt » 

r The Antie tients cou wn bby, thats. Fragen. Then 
Lift Hand ferv'd *em ti they came up to an Hundred. | 
After that nd us'd the Right, to oo all ang 


In 
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MoRAL-and Sacred Porems. 371 
In fine, the feeble Sire, reduc'd by Fate, 5 
To change his Scepter for a-Sword too late, 
11 His laſt Effort before Jeve's Altar trie 
A Soldier half, and half a Sacrifice: | | 
Falls like an Ox, that waits the coming Blow ; | 
Old and unproſitable to the Plough. | es] 


- haſten to our own; nor will relate 
Great 14 Mithridates, and Rich '3 Crafus Fate: 
Whom Solas wiſely counſell'd to attend 
The Name of Happy, till he knew his End, 
That Marius was an Exile, that he fled, 

Was ta'en in ruin'd Carthage, begg'd his Bread, 
All theſe were owing to a Life too long: 
For whom had Rome beheld ſo Happy, Young! | 
High in his Chariot, and with Laurel crown'd, 
When he had led the Cmbrian Captives round + 
The Roman Streets; deſcending from his State, 2 
In that bleſt Hour he ſhou'd have begg d his n. 28 8 
Then, then, he might have dy d of all admir d, 
And his Triumphant Soul with Shouts expir 'd. 


3 Whilſt Troy was Sacking by the Greeks, in 
Priam is ſaid to have buckled on his Armour td oppoſe 
them; which he had no ſooner done, but he was met 
by Pyrrbus, and Slain before the Altar of Jupiter, in 
his own Palace. 

12 Mithridates, after he had diſputed the Empire of 
the World for 40 Years together with the Romans, was 
at laſt depriv'd of Life and Empire by Pompey the Great. 

13 Cre/us in the Midſt of his Proſperity making his 
Boaſt to Solan, how happy he was, receiv'd this Aniwer 
from the Wiſe Man, That no one could pronounce 
himſelf Happy till he ſaw what his End ſhould be. The 
Truth of this Cræſus found, when he was put in Chains 
by *. and condemn d to die. Cam- 
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: Campania, 74 Fortune's Malice to preve 
To Pompey an indulgent Fever ſents” : 
But Publick Pray rs impos'd on 9 8 

Their much - lov'd Leader an unkind Reprieve. 

The City's Fate and his conſpir'd to ſave 

The Head reſerv'd for an Egyptian Slave. 


| I's Cothegus, though a Traytor to the State, 4 + 
And tortur'd, ſcap'd this ignominious Fate 

And Serguis, 16 who a bad Cauſe bravely try'd, 
All of a Piece, and undiminiſh'd, dy ed.. 
To Yer the fond Mother makes a Pray'r, 
That all her Sons and Daughters may be Fair: 
True, for the Boys a mumbling Vow ſhe ſends ;. 
But for the Girls the Vaulted Temple rends. 


| And yet Lucretia's Fate would bar that Vow ; 
And fair *7 Virginia would her Fate beftow ?, 
On Rutila; and change her faultleſs Make 
"In 1 . — 1. her ere | 


Fn} —_— 


"* ned in the Midſt of his Glory fell into a dan- 
Fit of Sickneſs, at Naples. A great many Cities 
— made publick Supplications for him. He recover'd, 


was beaten at Pharſalia, fled to Prolumy King of Egypt; 


and inſtead of receiving Protection at his Court, had his 
Head ftrack off by his Order. 

' T's Cethegus was one that conſpir d with Caine, and 
was put to Death by the Senate. 

40 Cariline dy'd Fighting. 

17 Virginia was kill'd by her own Father, to preverit | 
S | 


4 


| 1 
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What then remains? Are we depriv'd of Will? 

Muſt we not wiſh, for fear of wiſhing Ill? 

Receive my Counſel, and ſecurely move; 

Intruſt thy Fortune to the Power above. 

Leave him to manage for thee, and to _ 

What his unerring Wiſdom ſees thee want: 

In Goodneſs how does he, as Strength excel! 

Ah that we lov'd ourſelves but half ſo well! 

We, blindly by our head-ſtrong Paſſions led, 

Are hot for Action, and defire to Wed; 

Then wiſh for Heirs: But O! to Gov alone | 

Our future Offspring, and our Wives are known ; c 

Th' audacious Strumpet, and ungracious Son. 


Spare then, O Man, the reſt, and ſtand confin'd 
To Health of Body, and Content of Mind; 

A Soul that can ſecurely Death def, 
And count it Nature's Privilege to die ; 
Serene and manly, harden'd to ſuſtain 

The Load of Life, and exercis'd in Pain : 
Guiltleſs of Hate, and Proof againſt Deſire ; 
That all Things weighs, and Nothing can admire ; 
That dares prefer the Toils of Hercules 

To Dalliance, Banquets, and ignoble Eaſe. 


, . . 4 
t eee rd 


The Path to Peace is Virtue ; what I ſhow, 
On all Men Gov is ready to beſtow : 

Fortune was never worſhip*d' by the Wiſe; 
But ſet aloft by Fools, uſurps the Skies. fi 
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The ARGUMENT. 


This SarY R ig believed to have given Occafion to the 


foregoing. And both of them had their Original from 
one of Plato's Dialo gues, call d, The Second ALCIB1-/ 

Abzs. Oar 9 4 takes bis R; ife from the Birth- Day 

of his Friend; on which Occaſions many Prayers were 

made, and Sacrifices offer d. Perſius firſt commending 

the Purity of his Friend's Vows, then deſcends to the im 

pious and immoral . of others. | 


E T this auſpicious Morning b be n 
With a! White Stone, diſtinguiſh'd from che reſt; 
White as thy Fame, and as thy Honour clear; 
And let new Joys attend on thy new added Year. - 
1 White Stone. ] The Romans were us'd to mark their 


Fortunate Days, or any Thing that luckily befel *em, 
with 
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36 Morar and SacrED Poths. 
Pray; for thy Pray*rs the Teſt of Heav'n will bear; 
Nor need'ſt thou take the Gods aſide, to hear: 
While others, ev'n the Mighty Men of Rome, 
Big ſwell'd with Miſchief, to the Temples come, 
And in low Murmurs, and with coltly Smoke, 
Heav'n's Help, to ptoſper their black Vows, invoke. 
$0 boldly to the Gods Mankind reveal 7M 
What from each other they, for Shame, conceal. 
« Give me good Fame, ye Pow'rs, and make me Juſt.” 
Thus much the Rogue to publick Ears will truſt : 
Ind a private t then: When wilt thou, Mighty Juve, . 
S My Wealthy Uncle from this World remove? 
Or —— O thou Thund'rer's.Son, ,great * Hercules, 
That once thy bounteous Deity wou'd pleaſe 
To guide my Rake, upon the Chinking Sound 
| Of ſome vaſt Treaſure, hidden under Ground! 


x This is my Neighbour Nerius his Third Spouſe, 
of how] in happy Time he rids his Houſe. aha 
But my E ernal Wife! — Grant, Hear n, I may 
Survive to Tee the the F alin. of this Day!” * . 

Thus that thou may'ſt the better bring about 
Thy Wiſhes, thou art Wickedly deyout :  ' 

But pr'ythee tell me ('tis a ſmall Requeſt) 
With what ill Thoughts of Jove art t ou poſſeſt ? 
Wouv'dſt thoy: prefer him to ſome Man? Suppoſe 


I dipp'd. e the work. ap Steins choſe d + 
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with a White” Stunt Which they had [08 the Iſland 
5] Greta; and their Unfortunate with a Coal. 
2. Hereules was caps og to have the Power of beſtow- 
_ * hidden Treaſure. 


Which 
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Which of the Two would thy wiſe Head declare 
The truſtier Tutor to an Orphan Heir? 
Or, put it thus: Unfold to Stains, ſtrait - 

to Fove's Ear thou ebe re 
He'll ſtare, and, O good Jupiter] will cry; 
Canſt thou indulge him in this Villain ! 
And think'ſt thou, Jove himſelf, with patience chen 
Can hear a Pray'r condemn'd by wicked Men? 
That, void of Care, he lolls ſupine in State, 
And leaves his Bus'neſs to be done by Fate? 
Becauſe his Thunder ſplits ſome burley Tree, 
And 1s not darted : at thy Houſe and Thee? Cans 


What well- fed Off ring to appeaſe the — 
What pow'rful Preſent to procure a Nod, 
Haſt thou in Store? What Bribe haſt thou prepar d; 
To pull him, thus unpuniſh'd, by the Beard? 


Shou'd I preſent thee with rare-figur'd Plate, 
Or Gold as rich in Workmanſhip as Weight; 
O how thy riſing Heart would throb and beat, 
And thy left Side with trembling Pleaſure, ſweat! 
Thou meaſur*ft by thyſelf the Pow'rs divine; 
Thy Gods are burniſn'd, gilded is their Shrine. 
O Souls, in whom no heav'nly Fire is found, 
Fat Minds and ever grov'ling on the Ground 
We bring our Manners to the bleſt Abodes, 
And think what pleaſes us, muſt pleaſe the Gods. 
Of Oil and Caffe one th Ingredients takes, 
And, of the Mixture, a Rich Ointment makes: 
Another finds a Way to dye in Grain; 
And makes Calabrian Wool receive the Tyrian Stain; 
DP Or 


1 


| What are the Gods the better for this Geld? 


"Theſe FRO b ribes the Pow'rs to give him more. 


A genuine Virtue, of a vigorous Kind, 


- even This, From Unto him that believeth, his Faith is 
N counted for e 
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Or from the Shells their Orient Treaſure taxes, 
Or, for the Golden Ore, in Rivers rakes. 


The Wretch that offers from his wealthy Store 


But let us all for Heaven a Gift prepare, 1 
Which the Great Man's great Charges cannot bear: 
A Soul, where Laws both Human and Divine, | 
In Practice more than Speculation ſhine: 


What? In the laſt Receſſes of the Mind: 
When with ſuch Off rings to the Gods T come; 
A —_ _ pk 'n, e a Hecatomb. 


1 Tomy 


T, * far Heathenin could go: © Be truly Rig breous 
and Thou Halt be accepted of Gov.” But how. wide is 


_ . 
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10 his GRACE the 


DUKE of DORSET. 


Ke eeeeeeereekeeereneertererteter 


8 IAA I. 


T Verſe ee ee 05 your Ear, 
And patronizz a Muſe you cannot fear. 

To Poets ſacred is a Doks ET s Name, A air 
Their wonted Paſsport thro? the Gates of Fame; 
It bribes the partial Reader into Praiſe, 

And caſts a rech round the ſhelter d Lays. 


6— IIA 


IE" 


* Of all who know not hes: F fear, 2 follows 
i too true a Pickure, of the very beft Men that have . 
not Faith, 

I N. B. I do not anſuzer * the ul of T, Saks in 
many of the following Lines. Yet, in general, J be- 
lieve, they may * uſeful, and therefor AY ain them as 
they are. 


D gig o In- 


"IO AL and Saenkn rorus. I 
Qlve Satire, dne 10 Virtue's Ca uſe 3 


W Crimes of a ow Age 
-- Reproach our Silence, and demand our Rage; 
When purchas'd Follies, from each diſtant Land, 
Like Arts improve in Britain's ſkilful Hand 
When the Law ſhows her Teeth, but dares not 18 
And South. Bea Treaſures are not brought to Licht: 
When Churchmen Scripture for the Claſſics quit, 
. Polite Apoſtates from God's Grace to Wit: 
When dying Sinners, to blot out their Scbre, 
Bequeath the Church the Leavings of a Whore: 


To chafe our Spleen, when Themes like theſe increaſe, | 


Shall Panegyrick reign, and Cenſure ceaſe FT £ 


Doubly diſtreſt, what Author ſhall we find 
Diſcreetly daring, and ſeverely kind, 

The courtly * Romam's ſhining Path to tread, 

And ſharply /mile prevailing Folly dead? 

Will no ſuperior Genius ſnatch the Quill, | 

And fave me, on the Brink, from writing al? 

Tho? vain the Strife, I'll ſtrive my Voice to raiſe, 

What will not Men urtctinje Tor feige bra? 


The Love of Praife, Hanis? er conceal'd by "la 
Reigns, more or leſs, and glows in ev'ry Heart: + 
The Proud to gain it Toils on Toils endure; : 

The Modeſt 1 ſhun it, but to make i it ſure. 
|  Ofer Globes, and Sceptres, now, on Thrones it ſwells, 
7 Now,” trims the W Ly? in College-Cells. | 


* 


„ Horace. + 1 it, in ; the Heart of every 
ene that is not born of Goo. 


| "Tis 


\ 


- 
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"Tis Tory, Whig : it plots, prays, preaches, pleads,” 
Harangues in Senate, ſqueaks in Maſquerades. 
Here, to S — e's Humour makes a bold Pretence ; | 
There bolder aims at Poultney's Eloguence. | 

It aids the Dancer's Heel, the Writer's Head, 

And heaps the Plain with Mountains of the Dead; 
Nor ends with Life, but nods in Sable Plume, 
Adorns our Hearſe, and flatters on our Tombs. 5 


Who is not proud ? the Pimp is proud to ſee | 


So many like himſelf in high Degree: 


The Whore is proud her Beauties are the Thad | 

Of peeviſh Virtue, and the Marriage-Bed ; "al 

And the brib'd Cuckold, like crown'd Vidtims bom | 
To Slaughter, glories in his gilded em. 


Some go to Church, proud humbly to repent, . 


And come back much more guilty than they went: 3 
One Way they lool, another Way they Heer, 
They pray to Gop, but would have Mortals hear; Ze" 


And when their Sins they ſet ſincerely down, 
They'll find that their Religion has been one. 


Others with wiſhful Eyes, on Glory look, 
When they have got their Picture tow 'rds a Book, 
Or pompous Title, like a Gawdy Sign 34 he 
Meant to betray dull Sots to wretched Wine; 
If at his Title T— had dropt his Quill, 
, FT might have paſt for a great Genius ſtill; 
But T— alas! (excuſe him if you can 
Is now a Scribbler, who was once a Mar. 


Loni tome & Clos Bone Sunn „ [4 
For heaping up, with a laborious Hand 


While ts des 4 jets B with Pomp gg l. 
Some for Renown on Scraps of Leaming den. me 

And think they grow. immortal as they gute. | 
To Patch- work iearn'd Quotations are ally d; 
Both ſtrive to make our nee fs. : 


On Glaſt how witty is 4 Noble reer? 
Did ever Diamond coft a Man fo F 95, 


185 Folly, Vie, Difeaſe, Men proud we gl; of 

And ( ftranger ſtill!) Of Blockheads” Flattery, 
| Whoſe Praiſe defames ; as if a Fool ſhould mean 
By ſpitting on your Face to make it clean. 1 


Nor ist ate All Hearts are eln wich Price," 
Her Power is mighty, as her Realm is wide. MS 
What can ſhe not perform > The Love of Fe ame we 7 
Made bold Alphonſus his Creator blame, yy x HIT 25 15 y 
Empeabcles hurPd down the burning Steep, © [2 * - 40 

And (ſtronger ftilt!) made Alexander weep. © 
| "ox it holds Ts from a a ſecond 1 


* 


* 3 
. 1 * 


It 1 0 a Chi a abt the Houſe; " 

He hems, and is delivet'd of his Mouſe. 

It makes dear felf on well-bted: 9 7 874 
And 7 the Hels Hero of each Tale. 


Sick with thei of Jams ad n 
Unpeople Courts, and leave the Senate thin? 
My growing Subject ſeems but juſt begun, 
And Chariot-like, 'I kindle as I run. 


Aid me, great Home with thy Epi Rae | 0 


1 | Who firſt the Catalogue ſhall grace? | 
To 2uality belongs the higheſt Place. 
My Lord comes forward; forward let him come el 
Ye Vulgar! at your Peril give him Room: . 
He ſtands for Fame on his Fore fathers' Feet, CO 
By Heraldry prov'd waliant or diſcreet. 
With what a decent Pride he throws his Eyes 
Above the Man by three Deſcents leſs wiſe ? | 
If Virtues at his Noble Hands you crave, 
You bid him raiſe his Fathers from the Grave. 
Men ſhould preſs forward in Fame's glorious Chace, 
Nobles look backward, and fo loſe the Race. N 


Let high Birth triumph! What can be more great? 5 


Nothing — but Merit, in a low Eſtate. 

To Virtue's humbleſt Son let none prefer 

Vice, tho' deſcended from the Conqueror. 

Shall Men, like Figures, paſs for high, or baſe, . 
Slight or important, only by their Place ? 
Titles are Marks of honeſt Men, and — ; 
The Fool, or Knave that wears a Title, Lyes. 


| | They that on glorious Anceſtors enlarge, 

Produce their Debt, inſtead of their Diſcharge. _ 
Doxs Er, let thoſe who proudly boaſt . "Line, 
Like thee in Worth hereditary ſhine. 
When Men of Infamy to Grandeur aur L 29 20 4 
They light a Torch to ſhow their Shame the more. 
Thoſe Governments which curb not Evils, cauſe; 
And a Rich Knave's a Libel on our Laws. © 


AL and * Pons 
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Bela with folid Glen will be crown; 81 001 
He buys no Phantom, no vain, empty Rd. 

But builds himſelf a Name; and to be great, 
Sinks in a Quarry an Immenſe Eſtate ; 

In Coft and Grandeur, C— ha hel! outdo, 
And, Burlington, thy Taſte is not fo true. 45 
The Pile i is finiſh'd, every Toil is paſt, A e 
And full perfection i 0403.07. a 

When lo! my Lord to ſome ſmall Corner runs, W 
And . W to de and to os 


In ſmaller Compaſs lies Prpinalion's Himes 
Not. Domes, but Antique Statues are his Ran bh! 63 
Not F—i—x's ſelf more Parian Charms has known ; 
Nor is good P—12—4e more in Love with Stone. 
The Bailiffs come (rude Men, prophanely 2 | 
And bid him turn his Venus into Gold. 
« No, Sirs, he cries, I'll ſooner rot in Jail. 1 
© Shall Grecian Arts be truck'd for Engliſh 
Such Heads might make their very Baſto's 2 4 
His Danghter ſtarves, but * e e 


True Wiſdom is the Way to Happineſs; 
Vet few without long Diſcipline are ſage, 59 
And our Youth only lays up __ for Ae. 


But "OR my Muſe, can Withou 6h 60 long / 1 93%. 
The bright Temptation of the Courtly Throng. 
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*A Famous Statue. © 
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Thy moſt inviting Theme? The Gurt affords | 1 
Mock Pn it abounds in Lords? 
What Lords are thoſe ſaluting with a Grin 2792 

a and one as lately in. a 1 dn Cen- 
How comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 3 
« On both their Brows an equal Share of Pride ? ” Fi 
Pride that impartial Paſſion, reigns thro? all, 
Attends our Glory, nor deſerts our Fall. 


As in its Home, it triumphs i in 1 
And frowns a haughty Exile in Diſgrace. 


What Numbers, here, thro* odd Ambition ſtrive 
To ſeem the moſt tranſported Things alive ? py” 1 
As if by Foy, Deſert was underſtood, 
And all the Fortunate were wwi/? and ae 
Hence Aching Boſoms wear a Viſage gay, 
And ſtifled Groans frequent the Ball, and Play. 
What bodily Fatigue is half ſo bad? 
With anxious Care they labour to be glad. 


What Numbers, here would into Fame advance, 

Conſcious of Merit in the Coxcomb's Dance? 
The Tavern! Park! Aſſembly, Maſk, and Play! 
Thoſe dear Deftroyers of the tedious Day! 
That Wheel of Fops! that Saunter of the Town! 
Call it Diverſion, and the Pill goes down; | 

| Fools grin on Fools, and Stoic-like, ſupport, 
$ Without One Sigh, the Pleaſures of a Court. 
Courts can give nothing, to the Vie, and Good, 
But Scorn of Pomp, and Love of Solitude. 
High Stations Tumult, but not Bliſ create; _ 
None think the Great unhappy, but the Great; 

| %%% 


8 * 
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| Fools gaze; and'envy ; Envy darts a Sting, 
Which makes a Swain as wretched as a King. 


I envy none their Pageantry, Wb, 


Bo 1 envy none the Gilding of their Woe. | 


Give me, indulgent Heaven! with Mind tie 
And guiltleſs Heart to range the Sylvan Scene; 
No Splendid Poverty, no Smiling Care, 
No well-bred Hate, or Servile Grandeur there: - 
There pleaſing Objects uſeful Thougfits ſuggeſt, . 
The Senſe is raviſh'd, and the Soul is bleſt; 
On every Thorn delightful Wiſdom grows, * | 
In every Rill a ſweet Inſtruction flows... ..;. 
But ſome, wntaught, o er- hear the whiſp'ring Rill, 
In ſpite of Sacred Leiſure Blockheads ſtill; 
Nor ſhoots up Folly to a Nobler Bloom 
In her own native Soil, the Drawing-Room. bal 


The Squire is proud to ſee his Courſer train, 
Or well-breathe'd Beagles ſbeëp along the Plain, 
Say, dear Hippolitus, (whoſe Drink is Ale, 
| Whoſe Erudition is a Chriftmas-Tale, - | EA be 2 
- Whoſe Miſtreſs is ſaluted with a Smack, 
And Friend receiv*d with Thumps-upon the Back) 
When thy ſleek Gelding nimbly leaps the Mound} 
And Ringwood-opens-on the tainted Ground, 
Is that 25 Praiſe? Let Ringwoed's Fame alone; | 

| Juſt Ringwood leaves each Apna his oW n, 
Nor envies when a Gyz/y you commit, 5 
And ſhake the Clumſy Beach with Country Wit * 
When you the Dulleſt of dull Things have ſaid, 
And then aſk Pardon for the 7% you made. 
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Here breathe my Muſe ! and then thy Taſk renew 3. 
Ten thouſand Fools ynſung are ſtill in View. 25 
Fewer Lay-Athiefts made by Church Debates; 

Fewer great Beggars fam'd for Large Eſtates: 

Ladies whoſe Love is conſtant as the Wind; 

Cits, who prefer a Guinea to Mankind 

Fewer Grave Lords to Sc—pe diſcreetly bend ; 

And fewer Shocks a Stateſman gives 1 Friend. 


Is theres Wan of an Leni Vas | 
Who lulls the Town in Winter with his Strain, 
At Bagh in Summer chants the Reigning Laſs, 
And f weetly Whiftlet, as the Waters paſs? 

Is there a Tongue, like Delia's o'er her Cap. 
That runs for Ages without winding - up? 

Is there, whom his Texth Epic mounts to Fame? 
Such, and ſuch only might exhauſt my Theme; 
Nor would theſe Heroes of the Taſk be glad; 
For who can <vrite ſo faſt as Men run mad? « 
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Y Muſe, proceed and reach thy deſtin'd End, 

% Tho' Toil and Danger the bold Taſk attend. 
And if theſe Strains ſome nobler Muſe excite, 
be T'll glory in the Verſe [ did act write. | 


So weak are Human ab Nature ll 
Or to ſuch Weakneſs by their Vice betray d. 
Almighty Vanity! to thee they owe 
Their Zeſt of Pleaſure, and their Balm of Woe. 
=. Thou, like the Sun, all Colaurs doſt contain, 
Va ing, like Rays of Light, on Drops of Rain. 
For every Soul finds Reaſons to be proud, 
Tho! hiſs'd and hooted by the Pointing . 
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3 Warm i in Purſuit of Foxes, and Renown, 
1 N ' Hippolitus demands the Sylvan Crown; 
But Florio's Fame, the Product of a Shower, 
Grows i in his Garden, an IIluſtrious Flower! 
Why teems the Earth? "why melt the Vernal Skies? 
5 1 th ſhines the * ? To make v2 Paul Diack riſe. 
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927 The Name of a Tulip: 
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From Morn to Night has Horio gazing ſtood, 

And wonder'd-how the Heav'ns could be ſo my 

What Shape? what Hue? was ever ymp Foo 
Ale dotes ! he dies he too is rooted there. in n 


What 8 he, who aha for Wealth, or i or 
Pow'r? 
Another Florio doating on Fer; iq 9d 1 
A ſhort-liv*d Flower, and which has flew rang 
From ſordid Arts, as Oy s out of a 1 95 


With what, O Cordus | * is thy Fancy. ſmit?_ | 
The Fhow'r of Learning, and the Bloom of Wie. 
The gawdy Shelves with Crimſon, Bindings gow... 
And Epictetus is a perfect Beau. Gs 
How fit for thee bound up in Crimſon too, 
Gilt, and, lke them, devoted to the View? 

Thy Books are Furniture. Methinks tis hard 

That Science ſhould be purchas d by the __ d 
And Ton/on turn'd Upholſterer, e v1 rd 20 
The Cie ** ky Room. I AA || 
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1 <1 $10 77 $013 05 
d ako Accompliaments 0 good . 
The Promiſe of a long-illuſtrious . | 
In Arts and Manners eminently grac'd, 


The ſtricteſt Honour! and the fineſt Tofe! 


By your Example would Hilario mend. 
How would it grace t the Talents of my Friend, Cad 
Who with the Charms of his own Genius mit, 
Conceives all Virtues are compriz d in Wit? 
But Time his fervent Petulance may cool; 
For tho! he is a Wit, he is no Fool... 
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In Time he'll learn to uſe, not waſte his Senſe, 
Nor make a Frailty of an Excellence. 


His briſk Attack on Blockbeads we ſhould prize, 
Mere not his Jeſt as flippant with the Viſe. 


He ſpares nor Friend, nor Foe; but calls to mind, 
Like Doom's-Day, all the Faults of all Mankind. 


Parts may be prais'd, Good-nature is ador'd ; 

Then draw your Vit as ſeldom as your Sword, 
And never on the Weak; or you'll appear | 
As there no Heroe, no great Genius here. 

As in ſmooth Oil the Razor beſt is whet, 

So Wit is by Politeneſs ſharpeſt ſet : 

Their Want of Edge from their Ofznce is ſeen ; | 

Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely keen, 

The Fame Men give is for the Joy they find; 

Dull is the Fe fer, when the Joke” s unkind. 


Wants of all Kinds are made to Taine.a Flea: 
One learns to liſp, another not to ſee ; 
Miſs D — tottering catches at your Hand, 
Was ever Thing ſo pretty born to ſtand? _ 
Whilſt theſe what Nature gave, diſown they” * 
Others affect what Nature has deny d; | 
What Nature has deny'd Fools will purſi ue, 
As Apes are ever walking upon . 


Craſſus, a grateful Sage, our Awe and Sport! 
Supports grave Forms, for Forms the Sage ſupport. : | 
He hems, and cries, with an important Air, 
If yonder Clouds withdraw, it will be fair: 
Then quotes the Stag yrite to prove it true, 
221 adds, The Learn' d * in ſomething NEW... 
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It not enough the Blockhead ſearce can read,  . 
But muſt he wv;/ely look, and gravely plead? i mr 165 
As far a Formaliſt from Wiſdom ſits, N 
In Judging Eyes „ 45 Libertines from Wits. 


vet ſubtle Wights (lo blind are Mortal Men) ll 
| Tho! Satire couch them with her keeneſt Pen) 
For ever will hang out a ſolemn Face, 
To put off Nogzſenſe with the better Grace: 

As Pedlars with ſome Hero's Head make bold, 
Iluſtrious Mark! where Pins are to be ſold. 


What's the beat. Brow, or Neck in Though re; 
| clin 

The Body's Wiſdom to conceal the Mind. 1 whole 
A Man of Senſe can Artifice diſdain, 5 K . 
As Men of Wealth may venture to go Plain; wa 
And be this Truth Eternal ne er forgot, 1 
Solemnity's a Cover for a Sor. 988 9 . 

I find the Fool when I behold the 9 an 


For tis the Wiſe Man's Intereſt to be fern. : . 5 


Hanes WP Openneſs of Heart, 
And Juſt Diſdain for che poor mimic Part: 
Hence (manly Praiſe!) that Manner nobly 3 | 
Which all admire, and I commend in thee. 4 


With gen rous s Scom how ot han thou OR 4 
Where e of Knaves the Vizor gal ite diſgrace, [ 
And hide ſecure behind, a naked Face? 3 5 
Where Nature's End of Language i is dedlin' 4, 


And Men talk only | to conceal" the Mind; ih 
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Where gen' rous Hearts the greateſt Hazard run, 
And he who truſts a Broth ro er Is undone ? 


Theſe all their Care expend on outward Shew | 
For Wealth, and Fame; for Fame alone the Beau. 
Of late at White's was young Florello ſeen, Fant v2 4 
Haw blank his Lock? how diſcompos'd his Mien? 
So hard it proves in Grief fincere to feign! ow 
Sunk were his Spirits; for his Coat was Alain, 


„ Day his Breaſt regain'd its wonted Peace, 

His Health was mended with a Silver Lace. 

_ His ſumptuous Wateh-ca/e, tho“ conceal' d it lies, 

Like a Good Co tence, ſolid Joy ſupplies. 1 

By ſeeming Chance he throws his raviſh'd _ 

On Mirrors Auſhing with the Hy ian —_—— 
In active Meaſures brought from France he Wheels, 25 

And triumphs confcious of his learned Heels, 
So have I ſeen, on ſome bright Summer's Day, 

A Calf, of Genius Debonnair, and Gay, 

Dance on the Bank, as if inſpir d by Fame, 

F ond of the Pretty: Fellxw + in the Stream. 


Moro i 1s ſunk with Shame, When e' er kpriz's 4 
In Linnen clean, or Peruke undiſguis W. 
No ſublunary Chance his Veſtments fear, 5 
Valu'd like Leopards, as their Spots appear. 
A fame d Sur- tout he wears, which once Was ble 
And his Foot ſwims in a capacious Shoe. 2 
One Day his Wife (for who can Wives reclaim 7) 
Levell'd her barbarous Needle at his Fame; 
But open Force was vain ; by Night ſhe went, 


And while he ſlept, Red's he dettig Rave; bis 
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Where yawn'd the Frize is now become a Doubt, 
And glory at one Entrance quite ſhut out. 


He ſcorns Florello, and Florello him; 
This hates the Filthy Creature, that the Prim 
Thus in each other both theſe Fools deſpiſe _ 
Their own dear ſelves with undiſcerning Eyes; 
Their Methods various, but alike their Aim: 
The Slower and the Fepling are the fame, 


ve Whigs and Tories ! thus it fares with you, 
When Party-Rage too warmly you purſue; 

Then both club Nonſenſe, and impttuous Pride, 
And Fell joins whom Sentiments divide. 
You vent your Spleen, as Monkeys when they paſs, 
Scratch at the mimick-Monkey in the Glaſs, - + 
While both are one; and henceforth be it known, 
Fools of both Sides ſhall ſtand as Fools alone. 


But who art thou? methinks Florells cries, 
« Of all thy Species art thou only wiſe? _ 
Since ſmalleſt Things can give our Sins a Twitch, 
As crofling Straws retard a paſſing Witch, 
Florello, thou my Monitor ſhall bes © 
I'll conjure thus ſome Profit out of Thee. 


O © thou my ſelf! abroad our Counſels roam, 
And, like ill Huſbands, take no Care at Home. 
Thou too art wounded with the common Dart, 
And love of Fame lies throbbing at thy Heart ; 
And what wiſe Means to gain it haſt thou choſe? 
Know, Fame and Fortune both are made of Proſe. 
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Is thy Ambition ſweating for a Rhyme, __ prom 4 
Thou vain, ambitious Fool, at this late Time? 
While I a Moment name, a Moment” s paſt; 

I'm nearer Death in 1 this Verſe than the Ia: 
What then is to be done ! Be wiſe with oY 
A Fool at Forty is Pool indeed. " 5 8 


And what ſo fooliſh as the Chace of " 40d 
How vain the Prize? how impotent our Aim? 
For what are Men who graſp at Praiſe fablime, | 
But BubBles.on the rapid Stream of Time, 
That riſe, - and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 
N abel ir air Hour? | 
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PARAPHRASE 


ON THE. 


| 19] 38th, 29th, goth and 41ſt | 
CnarTEAs of FOB. 


W Ho gives his Tongue a Looſe ſo bold and vain, 
Cenſures my Conduct, and reproves my Reign? 

Lifts up his Thonght againſt me from the Duſt, 

And tells the World's Creator what is Juſt ? 

Where didſt thou dwell at Nature's Early Birth 

Who laid Foundations for the ſpacious Earth ? 

Who on its Surface did extend the Line, 

Its Form determine, and its Bulk confine ? 

Who fix'd the Corner Stone? What Hand, declare, 

Hung it on Nought, and faſten'd it in Air? 

When the bright Morning Stars in Concert ſung, FH 

When Heav'n's high Arch with loud Hoſanna's rung, : 

When ſhouting Sons of Gov the Triumph crown'd, 

And the Wi ide Concave thunder'd with the Sound ? 


Earth's | 


— and GORE ———— ů — — as 
* K e X 5 5 K 


i 
| 
z 
) 
* 
0 


* 


58 OE Wiſdom through * Ages baker T 


58 Mon AL and Sacred Poets, 
Earth's Num'rous Kingdoms, haſt thou view d chem all? 


| And can thy Span of Knowledge graſp the Ball? 


Who heav'd the Mountain, which ſublimely lands. 
And caſts its Shadow into diſtant Lands? | 


Who {etching forth his Sceptre o'er the De 
Can that wild World in due Subjection keep? 
I broke the Globe, I ſcoop'd-its hellow'd Side, 
And did a Baſon for the Floods provide; 
I chain them with my Word ; the boiling Sea 
Work'd up in Tempeſts hears my great Decree ; 
Thus far, nor farther, be thy Tide convey'd ; 
* And here O Sea, ſhall thy proud Waves be.ſtay'd. 


Haſt thou bes the Secrets of the Deep, 5 
Where, ſhut from Uſe, unnumber'd Treaſures bey. 


Where down a thouſand Fathoms from the Day, 


Springs the great Fountain, Mother of the Se? ” 
Thoſe gloomy Paths, ſay, did thy F cet e er tread, "x 


1 Whole Worlds of Waters rowlin 8 0 'er r thy Head Pp 


Hath the Cleft Pars openꝰd . to ther * 
Death's inmoſt Chambers didſt thou ever ſee? 
E'er knock at his tremendous Gate, and wade 
To the black Portal through th' incumbent Shade? | 1 
Deep are theſe Shades, r f 


My Counſels from the Ken off Human Pride. | 


Where dwells the, Light, in what as gent Wa 
And where has Dar, rhnefs made her diſmal Home? a 
Thou know'ſt, no Doubt, ſince thy large Heart, is 

fraught ; 
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Was Nature then call'd forth when thou waſt by, © 
And into Being roſe beneath "thine Eye? _ 


Are M; As begotten ? Who their Father knew ? 
From whom deſcend the Pearly Drops of Dew? 
To bind the Stream by Night 'what Hand can boaſt, 

Or whiten Morning with the hoary Ho? 

Whoſe pow'rful Breath, from Northern Regions blown, 

Touches the' Sea, and turns it into Stone; 

A ſudden Deſart ſpreads o'er Realms defac'd, 

And lays one half of the Creation waſte? * — 


* 


Thou know'ſt me not, thy Blindneſs cannot ſee. 
How vaſt a Diſtance parts thy Gov from thee. 
Canſt thou in Vpirlavind mount aloft ? canſt thou 
In Clouds, and Darkneſs wrap thy awful Brow ? 

And, when Day triumphs in Meridian Light, 
Put forth thy Hand, and ſhade the World with Night ? 


Who launch'd the Clouds in Air, and bid them rowl _ 
Suſpended Seas aloft, from Pole to Pole ? 
Who can refreſh the burning, Sandy Plain, 
And quench the Summer with a Waſte of Rain? 
Who in Rough Deſarts, far from Human Toil, 
Make Rocks bring forth, and Deſolation ſmile ? 
There blooms the Roſe, where Human Face ne'er 
ſhine, WW | | 
And ſpreads its Beauties to the Sun alone. | 
To check the Show'r, who lifts his Hand on high, 
And ſhuts the Sluices of th' exhauſted Sky, 
When Earth no longer mourns her gaping Veins, 
Her naked Mountains, and her Ruſſet Plains, 
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But New in Life a chearful Proſpett yields 
Of Shining Rivers, and of Verdant Fields; 
When Groves and Foreſts laviſh all their Bloom, 


| And Earth, and Heav'n are fill'd with rich Perfume? 


Haſt thou e er ſeal'd my Wintry Skies, and ſeen. 


Of Hails, and Szowws my Northern Magazine? 


Theſe the dread Treaſures of mine Anger are, 


My Fund of Vengeance, for the Day of War. 


When Clouds rain Death, and Storms at my md, 


| Rage through the World, or waſte a Guitly Land. 


Who taught the rapid Winds to fly fo faſt, 
And ſhakes the Centre with his Eaſtern Blaſt? 
Who from the Skies can a whole Deluge pour? 
Who ſtrikes thro' N ature with the ſolemn Roar 
Of dreadful Thunder ? points it where to fall, 


And in fierce Light ning wraps the flying Ball? 


Not he who trembles at the darted Fires, 
Falls at the Sound, and in the Flaſh expires. 


| Who drew the Comet out to fuch a Size, | 
And pour'd his flaming Train o'er half the Skies? 
Did thy Reſentment hang him out ? does he 
Glare on the Nations, and denounce from thee ? 


Who on low Earth can moderate the Rain 


That guides the Stars al: ng th* Ethereal Plain; 


Appoint their Seaſons, and dire& their Courſe, 
Their Luſtre brighten and ſupply their Force? 
Canft thou the Skies Benevolence reftrain, 

And cauſe the Pliades to ſhine in vain? 
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Or, when Orion ſparkles from Ne Sphere, & | 

Thaw the cold Seaſon, and unbind the Tear? -* 

Bid Maxzaroth his deftin'd Station know., 

And teach the bright 4-2urzs where to glow? ? 

Mine is the Night, with all her Stars; I pour 

Myriads, and Myriads I reſerve in Store. 

|  Do'ſt thou pronounce where Day-light ſhall be born 
And draw the Curtain of the Purple Mom? | | 

Awake the Sun, and bid him come away, 

And glad the World with his obſequious Ray ? 

Haſt thou, enthron'd in flaming Glory, driv'n 

Triumph ant round che ſpacious Vault of Heav'n? 

That Pomp of Light what Hand ſo far diſplays, 

While diſtant Earth lies baking in the Blaze? 


Who did the Soul with her rich Pow rs 3 
And light up Reaſon in the Human Breaſt, g 
To ſhine with freſh Increaſe of Luſtre, bright, 
When Stars and Sun are ſet 1 in endleſs Night? 

Can that Arm meaſure with an Arm Divine ? 
And canſt thou thunder with a x like mine? 
Or in the Hollow of thy Hand cou.ain 
The Bulk of Waters, the wide ſpreading Main, 
When mad with Tempeſts all the Billows rife 
In all their Rage, and daſh the diſtant Skies? 
Come forth in Beauty's Excellence array d, 

And be the Grandeur of thy Pow'r diſplay dz 
Put on Omnipotence, and frowning make 
The ſpacious Round of the Creation ſhake ; 


„ | Diſpatch 


 _ Diſpatch thy Vengeance, bid it overthrow - 
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Triumphant Vice, lay lofty Tyrants low, 
And crumble them to Duſt, when this is done, 
I grant thy Safety lodg d in thee alone; 

Of thee thou art, and may'ſt undaunted ſtand, 
Behind the Buckler of thy own Right Hand. 


Fond Man! the Viſion of a Moment made ! 
Dream of a Dream! and Shadow of a Shade! 

When pain'd with Hunger the wild Rawer's Brood 
Calls upon Gop importunate for Food, : 
Who hears their Cry, who grants their Hoarſe Requeſt, | ; 
And ftills the Clamour of the craving mon? : 


Who i in the ſtupid Oftrich has fubdu'd a 
A Parent's Care, and fond Inquietude? 
While far ſhe roves her ſcatter'd Eggs are found, 
Without an Owner, on the Sandy Ground ; 
Adopted by the Sun in Blaze of Day, 
They ripen under his Prolifick Ray 4 
Unmindful ſhe that ſome unhappy Tread : 
May cruſh her Young, in their neglected Bed LL. 
What Time ſhe ſkims along the Field with Speed, 
And ſcorns the Rider, and purſuing Steed, | 


How rich the Peacock ? what bright Glories run 
From Plume to Plume, and vary in the Sun? 
He proudly ſpreads them to the Golden Ray, 
Gives all his Colours, and adorns the Day, 
With conſcious State the ſpacious Round diſplays, 
And deu n moves amid the waving Blaze. 
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Who taught the Hanwk to find, in Seafons wiſe, 
Perpetual Summer, and a Change of Skies? 
When Clouds diſcern the Year, ſhe mounts the Wind, 
Shoots to the South, nor fears the Storm behind ; 


The Sun returning, ſhe re turns again, 
Lives in his Beams, and leaves 111 D to Men. 


Tho' ſtrong the Hawk, tho pace d well to fly, 
An Eagle drops her in a lower Sky; 
An Eagle when deſerting Human Sight, 
She ſeeks the Sun in her unwearied Flight: 
Did thy Command her Yellow Pinion lift 
So high in Air, and ſet her on the Clift - 
Where far above thy World ſhe dwells alone, 
And proudly makes the Strength of Rocks her own; 
Thence wide 0'ex Nature takes her dread Survey, 


And with a Glance predeſtinates her Prey? 


She feaſts her Young with Blood, and. hov'ring o'er 
The unſlaughter'd Hoſt, enjoys the promis'd Gore.. 


* Know'ſt thou how many Moons, by Me aſſign d, 
Roll o'er the Mountain Goat, and Foreſt Hind, 
While pregnant they a Mother's Load ſuſtain? 
They bend in Anguiſh, and caſt forth their Pain. 


The Meaning of this Queſtion is, Knoweſt thou 
the Time and Circumſtances of their bringing forth? For 
to know the Time only was eaſy, and had nothing ex- 
traordinary in it; but the Circumſtances had ſomething, 
peculiarly expreſſive of God's Providence, which makes 
the Queſtion proper in this Place. Pliny obſerves, that 
the Hind with Young, is by Inſtinct directed to a cer- 
tain Herb call'd S/e/is, which facilitates the Birth. 
Thunder alſo (which looks like the more immediate 
Hand of Providence) has the ſame Effect. 

F 2 Hale 
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Hale are their Young, from Human Frailties freed, 
| Walk unſuſtain'd, and unafliſted feeds 
i They live at once, forſake the Dam's warm Side, 
Take the wide World, with Nature for their Guide 3 ; 
Bound o'er the Lawn, or ſeek the diſtant Glade, 


r 


Will the Tall Reem, n 
Lowe at the Crib, and aſk an Alms of thee? 
Submit his unwon Shoulder to the Yoke, 

Break the ſtiff Clod, and o'er thy Furrow ſmoke? 
| Since great his Strength, go truſt him, void of an, 
Lay on his Neck the Toil of all the Year, 
Bid him bring home the Seaſons to thy Doors, 
And caſt his Load among the gather'd Stores. 
Diadſt thou from Service the 77/4 An diſcharge, 
Ard break his Bonds, and bid him live at large, 
Thro' the wide Waſte, his ample Manſion, roam, 
And loſe himſelf in his unbounded Home: 
By Nature's: Hand magnificently fed, 
His Meal is on the Range of Mountains ſpread ; . 
As in pure Air aloft he bounds along, 
He ſees in diſtant Smoke the City Throng, 
Conſeious of Freedom, ſcorns the Smother'd Train, | 
The Threat'ning Driver, and the Servile Rein. 


* Survey the warlike Horſe! didſt thou inveſt | 
e 175 NOS diſtended Cheſt? 


* * 


No 


2 Deſcription of the Horſe is £48 moſt celebra . 

ted of any in the Poem. I only need to obſerve that in 1 

this 1 our nw 7 3 has much more 
| Spiri 


- 
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No Senſe of Fear his dauntleſs Soul allays; 
'Tis. dreadful to behold his Noftrils blaze : 
' To paw. the Vale he proudly takes Delight, 


And triumphs in the Fulneſs of his Might; 
* High-rais'd he ſnuffs the Battle from afar, 


. And bumms to plunge amid the Raging War; bn 


And mocks at Death, and throws his Foam around, 
And in a Storm of F ury. ſhakes the Ground.. E 

| How does his firm, his riſing Heart advance 

Full on the brandiſh'd Sword; and ſhaken. Lance, 
While his fixt Eye- balls meet the dazling Shield, 

He ſinks the Senſe of Pain in Gen'rous Pride, 

Nor feels the Shaft, that trembles in his Side, - 

But Neighs to the ſhrill Trumpet's dreadful Blaſt ' | 
Till Death ; and when he groans; he 2 his ar 


But fiercer Rill the lordly Lion falls ;. 
Grimly majeſtick i in his lonely Walks: 
When round he glares, all living Creatures fly, 
He clears the Deſart with. his rolling Eye. 
Say, Mortal, does he rouze at thy Command, 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy Hand ? | 
Doſt thou for him in Foreſts bend thy Bow, 
And to his gloomy Den the Morſel throw); | 
Where bent on Death, Le hid his tawny. Brood, 
And couch'd in dreadful Ambuſh pant for Blood; 
Or ſtretch'd on broken Limbs, conſume the Day 
In Darkneſs wrapt, and ſlumber o'er their * * 


— — Md. * 
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Spirit Fn the = 5 it alway takes the Original 


in the moſt Poetical and Exalted Senſe, ſo that moſt- 


Commentators, even on: the Hebrew itſelf, fail be- l 


" nethit. | 
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By the * Pale Moon they take their deſtin'd Round, 
And laſh their Sides, and furious tear the Ground: 
Now Shricks and dying Groans the Defart fill; 
They Rage, they Rend, their rav*nous Jaws diſtill 
With Crimſon Foam; and when the Banquet's o'er, 
They ſtride away, r | 
u Fight alone the Shepherd puts his Truſt, 
* And ſhudders at the Talon in the Duft. , 


Mild is my. Behemoth, tho large his Frame, 
Smooth is his Temper, and repreſt his Flame, 
While unprovok'd: This Native of the Flood 
Lifts his broad Foot, and puts aſhore for Food ; 
Earth ſinks heneath him as he moves along 
To ſeek the Herds, and mingle with the Throng ; _ 
See with what Strength his harden'd Loins are bound, 
All over Proof, and ſhut againſt a Wound; 
How like a Mountain- Cedar moves his Tail, 
Nor can his complicated Sinews fail : 
Built high and wide, his ſolid Bones ſurpaſs 
The Bars of Steel, his Ribs are Ribs of Braſs; 
His Port majeſtick, and his Armed Jaw, 
Give the wide Foreſt and the Mountain Law : 
The Mountains feed him; there the Beaſts aire 
The Mighty Stranger, and in Dread retire; 
At length his Greatneſs nearer they ſurvey, 
| Graze in * te and his Eye 180 81 * 


= rung their Prey by Night is true of moſt Wild 
Beaſts, particularly the Lion, P/al. civ. The Arabians 
| have one among their 500 Names for the Lion, which 


"_ The Hunter by pp 
The 
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The Fens and Marſhes are his Cool Retreat, 
His Noon-tide Shelter from the burning Heat; 
Their Sedgy Boſoms his wide Couch are made, 
And Groves of Willows give him all their Shade: 
His Eye drinks Jordan up, when fir d with Drought, 
e e RES. 
In leſſen d Waves it creeps along the Plain, 
+ He ſinks a River, and he thirſts again. 
Go to the Mie, and from its fruitful Side, 
Caſt forth thy Line into the Swelling Tide: 
With ſlender Hair Leviathan command, 
| And ſtretch his Vaſineſs on the loaded Strand; 
Will he become thy Servant, will he W n 
Thy Lordly Nod, and tremble at thy Frown; 
Or with his Sport amuſe thy Leiſure Day, 
And bound in Silk with thy Soft Maidens play ? 


Shall pompous Banquets ſwell with fuch a Prize, 
And the Bowl Journey next his ample Size ? ; 
Or the debating Merchants ſhare the Prey, 
And various Limbs who various Marts convey ? 
Through his firm Skull what Steel its Way can win? 
What forceful Engine can ſubdue his Skin? 


* * 7 = «+4 om” OP 7 28 
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Ferre Sitim Python, amnemque avertere Ponto. 
Stat. Theb. v. 349- 
Qa Spiris tegeret Montes, Bauriret hiatu 


TEN &c. | 
Claud. Pref. > Bar. 


Let not then this Hyperbole ſeem too much for an 
Eaſtern Poet, tho' ſome Commentators of Name ſtrain 
hard in this Place for a new Conſtruction, through Fear 


of it. 
\ W 
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Fly far, and live; tempt not his matchleſs n of 
The Braveſt ſhrink to Cowards i in * | 


My laviſh Fruit a thouſand Vallies fills; | 
And mine the Herds, that graze a thouſand Hills ; 
Earth, Sea, and Air, all Nature is my own, 
And Stars and Sun, are Duſt beneath my Throne; 
And dar'ſt thou with the World's great. Father vie, = 
Thou who do'ſt tremble at my Creature's Eye? 8 Es 


Who, great in Arms, e'er ſtrip'd his ſhining Mail, 
Or crown'd his Triumph with a ſingle Scale? 
Whoſe Heart ſuſtains him to draw near ? Behold ! 
Deſtruction Yawns, his ſpacious Jaws-unfold, 
And marſhal'd round the wide Expanſe, diſcloſe 
Teeth edg'd with Death, and crowding Rows on * 
What hideous ANY on either Side ariſe, 

And what a deep Abyſs between them lies? 
Mete with thy Lance, and with thy Plummet ſound, 
The one how long, the other how profound. 


His Bulk is charg'd with. ſuch a. ſarious Soul, 
Thick Clouds of Smoke from his ſpread Noſtrils rol 
As from a Furnace; and when rouz'd his Ire, 

Fate iſſues from his Jaws in Streams of Fire; 


Strength 


ds 


This is nearer Truth than at firſt View may be 
imagin d. The Crocodile, ſay the Naturaliſts, lying 
long under Water, and being there forc'd to hold its 


Breath, when. it Emerges, the Breath long repreſt is 
hot, and burſts aut ſo violently, that it reſembles Fire 


Z and Smoke. The Horſe ſuppreſſes not his Breath by 


any Means ſo long, neither 1 is | he ſo fierce or animated; 
| yet. | | 


- 
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Strength on his ample Shoulder fits in State, 
His well-join'd Limbs are dreadfully compleat, 
His Flakes of ſolid Fleſh are flow to part, 

As Steel his Nerves, as Adamant his Heart. 


When late awake d he rears him from his Floods, 
And ſtretching forth his Stature in the Clouds, 
Writhes in the Sun aloft his Scaly Height, 
And ſtrikes the diſtant Hills with Tranſient Light, 
Far round are fatal Damps of Terror ſpread, | 
The Mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their Dread. 


* Broad is his Front; and when his burniſh'd Eyes 
Lift their broad Lids, the Morning ſeems to riſe. - 


In vain may Death in various Shapes invade, 
The ſwift-wing'd Arrow, the defcending Blade ; 
His naked Breaſt their Impotence deſies, 
The Dart rebounds, the brittle Faulchion flies: 
Shut in himſelf, the War without he hears, 
Safe in the Tempeſt of their ratling Spears; 
: —— ——̃ 
yet the moſt correct of Poets ventures to uſe the ſame 
Metaphor concerning him 9 
Cullectumgue premens wolwvit fab naribus Tpnem. 


* His Eyes are like the Eyelids of the Morning. I 
think this gives us as great an Image of the Thing it 
would expreſs, às can enter the Thought of Man. It 

is not improbable that the Egyprians ſtole their Hiero- 
glyphick for the Morning, which is the Cocodile's Eye, 
from this Paſſage, though no Commentator, I have 
ſeen, mentions it. It is eaſy to conceive how the Egyp- 
tians ſhould be hoth Readers and Admirers of the Writ- 
ings of Moſes, whom I ſuppoſe the Author of this 


Poem. Y 
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The cumber'd Strand their Waſted Vollies ſtrow, 
His Sport; the Rage and Labour of the Foe. 


His Paſtimes like a Caldron boil the Flood, 
And blacken Ocean with the riſing Mud: 
The Billows feel him, as he works his Way ; ; 
His hoary F oofteps ſhine along the Sea; | 
4 The Foam high-wrought with White divides the Green, E 
And diſtant Sailors point where Death has been. 8 


His Like Earth bears not on her ſpacious *. 
Alone in Nature ſtands his dauntleſs Race, . 
For utter Egnorance of Fear reno dd. 
In Wrath he rolls hig baleful Eye around, 33 
Makes every ſwolf diſdainful Heart ſubſide, 
And holds Dominion o'er the Sons of Pride. 


VERS 
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LAST DAY. 


HILE others ſing the Fortune of the Great, 
Empire and Arms, and all the Pomp of State, 
I draw a deeper Scene: A Scene that yields - 
A louder Trumpet, and more dreadful Fields: 
The World alarm'd, both Earth and Heav'n o'erthrown, 
And gaſping Nature's laſt tremendous Groan ; 
Death's antient Sceptre broke, the teeming Tomb, 
The Righteous Judge, and Man's Eternal Doom. 


This Globe is for my Verſe a narrow Bound, 
Attend me all ye glorious Worlds around ! 
O! all ye Angels, howſoe er disjoin'd, 
Of every various Order, Place, and Kind. 
Hear and aſſiſt a feeble Mortal's Lays, 
Tis our Eternal King I ſtrive to praiſe! 


But chiefly Thou, Great Ruler! Loxp of all! 
Before whoſe Throne Archangels proftrate fall; 
If at thy Nod, from Diſcord, and from Night 
Sprang Beauty, and yon ſparkling Worlds of Light, 
Exalt e en me; all inward Tumults quell, - 
The Clouds and Darkneſs of my Mind diſpel ; 


To 


— 
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0 Ip Wo ee een > * 


n How worthy an Immortal Round of Years! 


Wick Monat and Sens See, 


And raiſe my bg Soul with equal Fire. 


Man bear the Brow aloft, view every Grace 
In God's great Offspring, beauteous Nature's Face. 


See Spring's gay Bloom, ſee golden Autumn's Store; 


See how Earth ſmiles, and hear old Ocean roar. 
Here, Foreſts riſe, the Mountain's awful Pride ; 
Here, Rivers meaſure Climes, and Worlds divide. 


There, Valleys fraught with Gold's reſplendent Seeds, 


Hold King's, and Kingdom's Fortunes in their Beds. 
There, to the Skies, aſpiring Hills aſcend, 

And into diſtant Lands their Shades extend. 

View the whole Earth's vaſt Landſkip unconfin'd, 


Or view in Britai all her Glories join'd. 


Then let the Firmament thy Wonder raiſe, 
"Twill raiſe thy Wonder, but tranſcend thy Praiſe. 
How far from Eaſt to Weſt? the labouring Eye 
Can e diſtant azure Bounds deſcry : 
Wide Theatre! where Tempeſts play at large, 
And Gov's Right Hand can all its Wrath diſcharge, 
Mark how thoſe radiant Lamps inflame the Pole, 
Call forth the Seaſons, and the Year controul : 
They ſhine thro* Time, with an unalter'd Ray; ; 
See This grand Period riſe, and That decay: 


So vaſt, this World's a Grain? yet Myriads grace 


With golden Pomp the throng'd Ethereal Space ; 
So bright, with ſuch a Wealth of Glory ſtor d, 
Twere ſtrange, for Heathens not to have ador'd. 


How great, how firm, how ſacred All appears! 
Ya: 


t 


vet all muſt drop, as Autumn's ſicklieſt Grain, Ag 


Time ſhall be ſlain, all Nature be ada 
Nor leave an Atom in the mighty Void. 


(A dreadful Secret in the Book of Fate!) 
This Hour, for ought all Human Wiſdom knows, 


When other Bourbons rule in other Lands, 

And (if Man's Sin forbids not) other Annes: - 
While the ſtill buſy World is treading o'er 
The Paths they trod five Thouſand Years before. 


In ſudden Night all Earth's Dominions lay ; 
Impetuous Winds the ſcatter d Foreſts rend, 


=, 
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And Earth and Firmament be ſought in van: 
The Tract forgot were Conftellations ſhone, 
Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful Throne: 


Sooner, or later, in ſome future Date, 


Or when ten Thouſand Harveſts more have roſe, 
When Scenes are chang'd on this revolving Earth, 
Old Empires fall, and give new Empires Birth : 


(Ye Sublunary Worlds, awake, awake, 
Ye Rulers of the Nations hear and ſhake!) - - 
Thick Clouds of Darkneſs ſhall ariſe on Day, 


Eternal Mountains, like their Cedars, bend; 
The Valleys yawn, the troubled Oceanroar, 
And break the Bondage of his wonted Shoar ; 
A ſanguin Stain the Silver Moon o'erſpread, 
Darkneſs the Circle of the Sun invade; 
From inmoſt Heav'n inceſſant Thunders roll, = 
And the ſtrong Echo bound from Pole to Pole. 


When lo! a mighty Tian one half conceal'd 
In Clouds, one half to mortal Eye reveal'd, 


Shall oe a dreadful Note | 
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Oh powerful Blaſt! to which no equal Sound 
Did e' er the frighted Ear of Nature wound! 
Tho' rival Clarions have been ſtrain'd on high, 
And kindled Wars immortal thro” the Sky, 
Tho' Gop's whole Engin'ry diſcharg'd, and all 
The Rebel Angels bellow'd in their Fall, 


When guilty Joys invite us to their Arms, 

When Beauty ſmiles, or Grandeur ſpreads her G 
The conſcious Soul ſhou'd This great Scene diſplay, 
Call down th' Immortal Hoſts in dread Array, 

Such deep Impreſſion would the Picture make, 

No Pow'r on Earth her firm Reſolve could ſhake; 
Engag'd with Angels ſhe would greatly ſtand, 

And look regardleſs down on Sea and Land; 

Not proffer'd Worlds her Ardour could reſtrain, 

And Death might ſhake his threatning Launce in vain; 
Her certain Conqueſt would endear the Fight, 
And Danger ſerve but to ſupply Delight. 


The ſparkling Eye, the ſleek and painted Breaſt, 
The burniſh'd Scale, curl'd Train, and riſing Creſt, 
All that is lovely, in the noxious Snake, EE 
Provokes our Fear, and bids us fly the Brake: 
The Sting once drawn, his guiltleſs Beauties riſe 
In pleaſing Luſtre, and detain-our Eyes; 
We view with Joy, what once did Horror move, 
And ſtrong Averſion ſoftens into Love. ? 


Ah mournful Turn ! the bliſsful Earth, which late 
At Leiſure on her Axle roll'd in _=_ 
While Thouſand golden Planets knew no Reſt, 
Still onward i in their OR Journey oe, 


A grate-| 
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A grateful Change of Seaſons ſome to bring, 

And ſweet Viciſſitude of Fall and Spring: 

Some thro? vaſt Oceans to conduct the Keel, 

And ſome thoſe watry Worlds to fink, or ſwelt: 
Around her ſome their Splendors to diſplay, 

And gild her Globe with tributary Day : 

This World ſo great, of Joy the bright Abode, 

Heav'n's darling Child, and Fav'rite of her God, 
Now looks an Exile from her Father's Care, | 

Deliver'd o'er to Darkneſs and Deſpair. 

No Sun in radiant Glory ſhines on high, 

No Light, but from the Terrors of the Sky. 

Fall'n are her Mountains, her fam'd Rivers wo, 
And all into a ſecond Chaos toſt: 

One univerſal Ruin ſpreads abroad, | 

Nothing is ſafe beneath the Throne of Gov. - 


Such, Earth, thy Fate; what then canſt thou afford 
To comfort, and ſapport thy guilty Lord? 
Man, haughty Lord of all beneath the Moon, 
How muſt he bend his Soul's Ambition down ? 
Proſtrate the Reptile own, and diſavow 
His boaſted Stature, and aſſuming Brow ? 
Claim Kindred with the Clay, and curſe his Form, 
That ſpeaks Diſtinction fam his Siſter Worm? 
What dreadful Pangs the trembling Heart invade ? 
Los, why doſt Thou forſake, whom Thou haſt made? 
Who can ſuſtain thy Anger? who can ſtand = 
Beneath the Terrors of thy lifted Hand? 1 
It flies the Reach of Thought ; z Oh fave me, Pow'r 
Of Pow'rs Supreme, in that tremendous Hour ! | 


G 2 Thou, 
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Thou, who beneath the Frown of Fate haſt_ſtood, 
And in thy dreadful Agony ſweat Blood; 


Thou, who for me thro' ev'ry throbbing Vein 


Haſt felt the keeneſt Edge of mortal Pain, 
F Defend me, O my Gov! Oh fave me, Pow'r 
Of Pow'rs Supreme, in that tremendous Hour! 


And is there a LasT Day ? and muſt there come 
A Sure, a Fix'd, Inexorable Doom? 
Ambition ſwell, and thy proud Sails to ſhow, 
Take all the Winds that Vanity can blow ; = 
Wealth, on a golden Mountain blazing ftand, 
And reach an India forth in either Hand; | 
Spread all thy Purple Cluſters, tempting Vine, 
And Thou, more dreaded Foe, bright Beauty, ſhine, 
Shine All; in all your Charms together riſe; 
That all, in all your Charms, I may deſpiſe, 
While I mount upward on a ftrong Deſire, 
Borne, like Elijab, in a Car of Fire. 
Thou, Loxp, art All; nor find I in the hls 
Creation ought, but Go and my own Soul. 


Again the Trumpet 8 intermitted Sound 
Rolls the wide Circuit of Creation round. 
An univerſal Concourſe to prepare | 
Of all that ever breath'd the vital Air; 17 1 
In ſome wide Field, which active Whirlwinds ſweep, 
Drive Cities, Foreſts, Mountains to the Deep, 
To ſmooth and lengthen out th* unbounded Space, ; 
And ſpread an Area for all Human Race. ä 


Now Monuments prove faithful to their Truft, 
And render back their long committed Duſt, | 
| „ =, e 
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Now Charnels rattle ; ſMter'd Limbs, and all 
The various Bones obſequious to the Call, 
Self- mov'd advance; the Neck perhaps to meet 
The diſtant Head, the diſtant Legs the Feet. 
Dreadful to view, Tee through the Duſky Sky 
Fragments of Bodies in Confuſion flyy 
alben 


To diſtant Regions journeying, there to claim 
Deſerted Members, and compleat the Frame. 


That Antient, Sacred, and Illuſtrious * Dome, 
Where ſoon or late fair Albion's Heroes come, 
From Camps, and Courts, tho 8 and Wiſe, ud; 

Juſt, 

To feed the Worm, ns ä into Dult: 

That ſolemn Manſion of the Royal Dead, 

Where paſſing Slaves o'er ſleeping Monarchs tread, 
Now populous o' erflows: A numerous Race | 
Of riſing Kings fill all th' extended Space: 

A Life well ſpent, not the victorious Sword, 

Awards the Crown, and ſtiles the Greater Lord.. 


Nor Monuments alone, and Rurial-Earth, . 
Labours with Man to this his ſecond Birth; 
But where gay Palaces in Pomp ariſe, 

And gilded Theatres invade the Skies, 
| Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unſuſpected Bones 
Support the Pride of their luxurious Sons. 
The moſt magnificent, and coſtly Dome, 
Is but an upper Chamber to a Tomb. 
No Spot, on Earth, but has ſupply'd a Grave, 
And Human Skulls the ſpacious Ocean pave. 


m 


Meſtminſter . 8 : 1 All's 
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All's full of Man, and at this dreadful Turn, 
The Swarm ſhall ifſue, and the Hive ſhall burn. 


Not all at once, nor in like manner riſe, 
Some lift with Pain their flow, unwilling Eyes; 
| Shrink backward from the Terror of the Light, 
And bleſs the Grave, and call for laſting Night. 
Others, whoſe long-attempted Virtue ſtood 
Fix'd as a Rock, and broke the ruſhing Flood, 
Whoſe firm Reſolve, nor Beauty could melt down, 
Nor raging Tyrants from their, Poſture frown IR 
Such in this Day of Horrors ſhall be ſeen, 
To face the Thunders with a Godlike Mein; 
An Earth diſſolving, and a Heav'n thrown wide. 
A yawning Gulph, and Fiends on every Side, 
Serene they view, impatient of Delay, 
And bleſs the Dawn of everlaſting Day. 


Oh wondrous Change! what unknown Objects riſe, | 
: And with freſh Wonder fix my lingring Eyes? 
Here, Greatneſs proſtrate falls, there, ma gives 
place; | 
Here, Lazars ſmile, there, Beauty hides her Face. 
Chriftians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, 
A blending Throng, one undiſtinguiſh'd Band. * 
Some who perhaps by mutual Wounds expir'd 
With Zeal for their diſtin& Perſuaſions firtd, 
In mutual F riendſhip-their long Slumber break, 
| A hand i in hand their Saviour's Love amt 


——_— 


3 Not altogetber undiftinguiſh'd ; benz One Star d: 25 
99 0 from GRE Star in Glory. | 
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Ii ndulgent Gop! Oh how ſhall Mortal 
His Soul to due Returns of grateful Praiſe, 
For Bounty ſo profuſe to Human Kind, 
Thy wondrous Gift of an Eternal Mind ? 
Shall I, who ſome few Years ago was leſs. 
Than Worm, or Mite, or Shadow. can expreſs. 
Was nothing; ſhall I live, when ev'ry Fire 
Of ev'ry Star-ſhall languiſh and expire? 
When Earth's no more, ſhall I ſurvive above, 
And through the radiant Files of Angels move? 

Or, as before the Throne of Gop I ſtand, 

See new Worlds rolling from his ſpacious Hand, 
Where our Adventures ſhall perhaps be taught, 
As we now tell how MichAEL ſung or fought > 
All that has Being in full Conſort join, 
And celebrate the Depts of Love Divine ! 


Lo! the wide Theatre whoſe ample Sons 
Muſt entertain the whole of Human Race, 
At Heaven's All-pow'rful Edict is prepar d, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal Guard. 
Tribes, Provinces, Dominions, Worlds o'erflow 
The mighty Plain, and deluge all below: - 
And every Age, and Nation pours along, 
Ninkop and BourBON mingle in the Throng: 
Avan falutes his youngeſt Son; no Sign hdd 
Of all thoſe Ages, which their Births disjoin. 


What Joy muſt it now yield, what Rapture _ 
To ſee the glorious Race of antient Days? 
To greet thoſe Worthies, who perhaps have ſtood 


| [!laftrious on Record before the Flood? | 
OS | | Alas! 


— 
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Alas a nearer Care your Soul demands, 
Cz SAR .un-noted i in your Preſence ſtands. 


" How vaſt the Concourſe ! n more 
The Waves that break on the reſounding Shore, 
The Leaves that tremble in the ſhady Grove, 

The Lamps that gild the ſpangled Vaults above. 

Thoſe overwhelming Armies, whoſe Command 

Said to our Empire, Fall; another, Stand: 2 

Whoſe Rear lay wrapt in Night, while breaking Dawn 

| Rouz'd the broad Front, and call'd the Battle on : © 

Great Xerxes* World in Arms, proud Caunæ's Hoſt, 

| They All are here, and here they All are loſt; 
Their Millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 

| Loſt as à Billow in th* unbounded Main. | 


A ſudden Bluſh inflames the waving Sky, 

And now the crimſon Curtains: open fly; 
Lo! far within, and far above all Height,. | 
Where Heav'n's Great SOVEREIGN. reigns : in Worlds 

oof Ie. 

Whence Nature he informs, and with one Ray 
Shot from his Eye, does all her Works ſurvey, | 
Creates, ſupports, confounds! Where Time, and Place, 
Matter, and Form, and Fortune, Life and Grace, | 
Wait humbly at the Footftool of their Gop, 

And move obedient at his awful Nod; 
Whence he beholds us Vagrant Emmets crawl | 
At random on this Air-ſuſpended Ball, 
| (Speck of Creation!) if he pour one Breath, 
The Bubble breaks, and *tis eternal Death: 


Thence 
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Thence iſſuing I behold (but mortal Sight 
Suftains not ſuch a ruſhing Sea of Light!) 
I ſee on an Empyreal flying Throne 
Au fully rais'd Heav'n's Everlaſting Son; 
Virtue, Dominion, Praiſe, ,Omnipotence, 
Support the Train of their triumphant Prince. 
Night ſhades the ſolemn Arches of his Brows, 
And in his Cheek the purple Morning glows. 
Where er ſerene he turns propitious Eyes, 
We find a newly open! d Paradiſe; 
But if Reſentment reddens their mild Beams, „ 
The Eden kindles, and the World's in Flames. 
On one Hand Knowiedge ſhines in pureſt Light, 
On one, the Sword of Juſtice fiercely bright. | 
Now bend the Knee in Sport, preſent the Reed; 
Now tell the ſcourg'd Impoſtor, he ſhall bleed 


But Oh! ye Sons of 1 y vs your Voice,” 
And bid the Soul through all her Pow'rs rejoice ; 
Mercy, his Darling, in his Boſom found, 5 
Scatters Ambroſial Odours all: around ; 
Unbends his Brow, and mitigates his Frown, 
And ſooths his Rage, and melts his Thunders down. 
My Thoughts are chang'd, row. Man exalt thine Eye, 
In thy dread Judge thy dear Redeemer ſpy: | 
E'en Judas ſtruggles his Deſpair to quell; 
Hope almoſt bloſſoms i in the Shades of Hell. 


Tm King of Glory! Soul of Bliſs l 
What a ſtupend ous Turn of Fate is this? 
Oh! whither art thou rais'd above the Scorn, 
And Indigence of him, in Beth/em born; 


A needy, 
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A needy, helpleſs, unaccounted Gueſt, 

And but a Second to the fodder'd Beaſt? 
How chang'd from him, who meekly proſtrate laid, 
Vouchſaf d to waſh the Feet himſelf had made? 
From him, who was betray d, forſook, deny'd, 

2 3 pray d, bled, thirſted, groan'd, and 


— 


Hung pierc'd and bare, infulted by the Foe, | 
All Heav'n in Tears above, Earth unconcern'd below ? 


Miſtaken Caiaphas Ah! which be, 
Thou or thy Pris'ner? which ſhall be condemn'd ? 
Well might'f thou rend thy Garments, well exclaim; 
Deep are the Horrors of Eternal Flame! 

But Gop is good! Tis wondrous all! E'en He 
Thou gav'ſt to Death, Shame, Torture, dy'd for Thee. 


Now the 4 Triumph ſtops its Flight 


© From Earth full twice a Planetary Height. 


There all the Clouds condens'd, two Columns raiſe 

Diſtin& with Orient Veins, and Golden Blaze. 
One fix'd on Earth, and one in Sea, and round 

Its ample Foot the ſwelling Billows ſound. = 

Theſe an immeaſurable Arch ſupport, 

The Grand Tribunal of this awful Court. 

Sheets of bright Azure, from the pureſt Sky 

Stream _ the Chryſtal Arch, and round the Columns 

. 
Death wrapt in Chains Iow at the Baſis lies, | 
And on the Point of his own Arrow dies. 


Now an Archangel eminently bright, 


From off his Silver Staff of wondrous Height, | 
f VV 
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 Unfurls the Chri/tian Flag, which waving flies, 

And ſhuts and opens more than half the Skies: 

The Croſs ſo ſtrong a Red, it ſheds a Stain, 

Where'er it floats, on Earth, in Air, or Mainz 

Fluſhes the Hill, and ſets on fire the Wood, 

And turns the deep- dy d Ocean i into Blood. 


4 O Thou! whoſe Ballance does 6 
* Whoſe W ill the wild tumultuous Seas obey, 
«© Whoſe Breath can turn thoſe watry Worlds to Flame, 
That Flame to Tempeſt, and that Tempeſt tame; 


„ Earth's meaneſt Son, with Trembling, proſtrate falls, 


And on the Plenty of thy Goodneſs calls. 


Ah!] give the Winds all paſt Offence to ſweep, 
To ſcatter wide, or bury in the Deep; 

„Thy Pow'r, my Weakneſs may I ever ſee, 

* And wholly dedicate my Soul to Thee. 


Oh may my Underſtanding ever read 

„This Glorious Volume, which thy Wiſdom made 
Who decks the Maiden-Spring with flowry Pride? 
Who calls forth Summer, like a ſparkling Bride? 
Who joys the Mother-Autumn's Bed to crown ? 
© And bids Old Winter lay her Honours down? 


May Sea and Land, and Earth and Heav'n be join'd, 


* To bring th” Eternal Author to my Mind ! 
* When Oceans roar, or awful Thunders roll, 


„May Thoughts of Thy * Vengeance ſhake my 
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* When Earth's in Bloom, or Planets proudly ſhine, 
* Adore my Heart, the MajzsTY Divine. 


« 'Thro' 
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« 'Thio' every Scene of Life, or Peace, or War, 
« Plenty, or Want, thy Glory be my Care! 


* Shine we in Arms ? or fing beneath our Vine ? 
6 Thin is the Vintage, and the Conqueſt Thane : 


cc Thy Pleaſure points the Shaft, and bends the Bow 3 


The Cluſter blaſts, or bids it richly flow : 


< 'To Thou'that lead'ſt our pow rful Armies forth, - 


- « And giv'ſt Great Anne Thy Scepter o'er the North. 


„ Grant I may ever at the Morning-Ray 

“ Open with Pray'r the Conſecrated Day, 
„Tune thy great Praiſe, and bid my Soul ariſe, 
And with the mounting Sun aſcend the Skies: 
«* As that advances let my Zeal improve | 
* And glow with Ardour of conſummate Love ; 
Nor ceaſe at Eve, but with the Setting Sun, 
%% My endleſs Ry ſhall be ſtill begun, 


© Canſt Thou not ſhake the Centre ? Oh ava 
*. Subdue by Force the Rebel in my Soul : 


Thou, who canſt ſtill the Raging of the Flood, 
| < Reftrain the various Tumults of my Blood; 
Teach me with equal Firmneſs to ſuſtain | 


* Alluring Pleaſure, and aſſaulting Pain. 


Oh may I pant for Thee in each Defire ! 

« And with ſtrong Faith foment the Holy Fire! 
* Stretch out my Soul in Hope, and graſp the Prize, 
Which in Frernig's deep Boſom lies! 


* At the Great Day of Recompence behold, 
% Devoid of Fear, the fata/-Book-unfold ! 
« Then wafted upward to the bliſsful Seat, 


# 
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66 I my Life, my Gov, my Saviour ſee, 
* And rival a e Tukz. 


Ten thouſand Trumpets Now at once advance; 

| New deepeſt Silence lulls the vaſt Expanſe ; 
So deep the Silence and ſo ſtrong the Blaſt, 

As Nature dy'd, when ſhe had groan'd her laſt. 

Nor Man, nor Angel moves; the Judge on high 
Looks rpund, and with his Glory fills the Sky: 
Then on the fatal Book his Hand he lays, 

When high to view ſupporting Seraphs raiſe ; 

In ſolemn Form the Rituals are prepar d, 

The Seal is broken! What a Groan is heard ! 

And thou, my Soul, (Oh fall to ſudden Pray r, | 
And let the Thought fink deep,) ſhalt Thou be there! 


See on the Left, (for by the great-Command 
The Throng divided falls on either Hand ;). 
How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obſcene, - 
What more than Death in every Face and Mien? 
With what Diſtreſs, and Glarings of Affright, 
They ſhock the Heart, and turn-away the Sight? 
In gloomy Orbs their trembling Eye-Balls roll, 
And tell the horrid Secrets of the Soul. —_ 
Each Geſture mourns, each Look is black with Care, 
And every Groan is loaden with Deſpair. | 


Should'ſt thou behold thy Brother, Father, wir, 
And all the ſoft Companions of thy Life, 
Whoſe blended Intereſts leyell'd at one Aun, 
Whoſe mix'd Deſires ſent up one common Flame, 
Divided far; Thy wretched ſelf alone 
Caſt on the Left, of all whom thom haſt known; 
- M0 a How 
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Round gilded Roofs how heavy will it fly? 
With what a Weight on Crowns and "76 lie ? 
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Hownnuldl wound? What Millions would'ſt thou give 


For one more Trial, one Day more to live? 
Drive back the Tide, ſuſpend a Storm in Air, 


| Reſtrain the dan; but {till of This deſpair. 


Mark on the Right, how amiable a Grace! 
Their Maker's Image freſh in ev'ry Face! 
What purple Bloom my raviſh'd Soul admires, - 
And their Eyes ſparkling with Immortal Fires? 
Triumphant Beauty! Charms that riſe above 
This World; and in bleſt Angels kindle Love! 
To the Great Judge with Holy Truft they turn, 
And dare Behold th' Almighty's Anger burn; 3 
Its Flaſh ſaſtain, againſt its Terror riſe, 


And on the dread Tribunal fix their Eyes. 


Since Adam's Family, from firſt to laſt, 
Now into one diſtin& Survey is caſt, 
Look round, and view the 3 


Whoſe ſhining Acts Time's brighteſt Annals grace; 


Who founded Sects; Crowns conquer'd, or reſign'd : - 
Gave Names to Nations; or fam'd Empires join d; 
Who rais d the Vale, and laid the Mountain low; 


And taught obedient Rivers where to flow; 


Who with vaſt Fleets, as with a mighty Chain, 


Cou'd bind the Madneſs of the roaring Main: 
All loſt? all undiſtinguiſh'd? no where found? 


How will this Truth in Bourbea's Palace ſound ? 


E'en Great and Good Auguſtus is not ſeen, 7 
Nor * 12 52 8 victorious «apt 2h 


0 
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But ſee the Volume vaſt, ſince Time begun, 

| Juſt Regiſter of all beneath the Sun, 1 

Is open'd wide; Peace Ocean Silence lull 

The ſounding Winds ! ye Spheres forbear to roll! 
Hear, Oh Creation, thy Great Maſter ſpeak vi 
Now firſt for guilty Man bleſt Angel ſhake. 


That Hour, on which thi Almighty ing on high 
From all Eternity has fix d his Eye, 

Whether his Right Hand favour'd, or annoy'd, 
Continued, alter d, threaten'd, or deftroy'd, 
Southern or Eaſtern Scepter downward hurl'd, 

Gave North or Weſt Dominion o'er the World. 

The Point of Time, for which that World was built, 
For which the Blood of Gov himſelf was ſpilt, 
That dreadful Moment is arriv'd, — 


Aleft, the Seats of Bliſs en Pomp n 
Brighter than Brightneſs, one diſtinguiſh'd . * 
Leſs glorious, when of old th' eternal Son 
From Realms of Night return'd with Trophies won; 
Through Heaven's high Gates, when he Triumphant rod, 
And ſhouting Angels hail'd the Victor Gov. 

Horrors, beneath, Darkneſs in Darkneſß, Hell 

Of Hell, where Torments behind Torments dwell ; 
Expands its Jaws, (How dreadful to ſurvey !) 

And roars outrageous for the deftin'd Prey. 

The Sons of Light ſcarce unappal'd look down, 
And nearer preſs Heaven' 5 Everlaſting Throne. 8 


What Ne ee thoſe which fromthe guilty: Meng . 
In thoſe, or Words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt? ' 


Us. „ Who 


* 
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© Ah! cruel Death that would no longer fave, . $6 
4 But grudg'd me e' en that narrow dark Abode, | | 
And caſt me out into the Wrath of Gd 
. Where Shrieks, the roaring F lame, the rattling Chain, 
And all the dreadful Eloquence of Pain, 
Our only Song; black Fire's malignant n+ | 


From his Embraces, obſtinately broke? | 
. Purſued, and panted for his mortal Hate, —_— 7 


— 


64 Who burſt the * of my peaceful Grave? | 


« The ſole Refreſhment of the blaſted — 


« Muff alt thoſe Pow! rs,. "Aa, n gave me to ſupply 
My Soul with Pleaſure, and bring in my Joy, 
« Riſe up in Arms againſt me, join the Foe, 
* Senſe, Reaſon, Memory, increaſe my Woe ? 
And ſhall my Voice ordain'd on Hymns to dwell, 
« Corrupt to Groans, and blow the Fires of Hell? 
« Oh! muſt I look, with Terror on my Gain, | 


7 And with Exiſtence only meaſure Pain ? 
What, no Reprieve, no leaſt Indulgence giv'n, 
* No Beam of Hope from any Point of Heav'n! 


Ah Mercy! Mercy ! art Thou dead above 
« I= Love extinguiſh'd i in the Source of __" | 


« Bold that I am, did Ws n ſtoop down to Hel, 
*« 'Th expiring Lord of Life my Ranſom ſeal ? | 
«© Have I not been induſtrious to provoke ? 


© Earn'd my Dera, labour d out my Te: 1 


1 this' the Voice of a Datin'd Soul? If Judas | 


ſpoke thus, wou'd he not in a Moment. be in — ; 


r ova 7 | 
| 70 And 
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* Jud dare I on extinguiſh'd Love exclaim? | 
Take, take full Vengeance, rouze * lack ning 
| oY Flame, ; 


Juſt is my Lot but Oh! unt it tranſcend . 
The Reach of Time, deſpair a diſtant End? + 


. With dreadful Growth ſhoot forward, and ariſe, ' 
„Where Thought can't follow, and bold Fancy dies! | 


« Newer ! where falls the Soul at that dread Sound? 
% Down an Abyſs how dark, and how profound ? 
« Down, down, ( full am falling ! Horrid Pain!) 
« Ten Thouſand Thouſand: Fathoms ftill remain; 
« My. Plunge {till but begun.—— And this for Sin? 
« Cou'd I offend, if I had-never been, | 
„But ſtill increas'd the ſenſeleſs happy Maſs,. 
© Flow'd in the Steam, or flouriſh'd in the Graſs? 


Me Father o Mercies ! ! "wk = flene Farth . 
« De | thou awake, and curſe me into Birtk? 
Tear me from Quiet, raviſh me from Night, 
« And make a thankleſs Preſent of thy Light ? 
« Puſh into Being a Reverſe of Thee, | | 
* And animate, a Clod with Miſery ? 5 


| © The Beaſts are happy, they. come forth and keep 
Short Watch on Earth, and then lay down to mo! 
pain is for Man, and Oh! how vaſt a Pain 

% For Crimes, which made the Godhead bleed ii in vain 2 

Now our dire Puniſhment is ever ſtrong, 

Our Conſtitution too for ever young, 

* Curs'd with Returns of Vigour, {till the ſame, 

-- Powerful to 2 and ſatisfy che n lame. 


11 3 | bill 
| VCC 
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< Still to be caught, and fill to be purſu'd! * 1 


4 


1 * To periſh ftill, and ill to be renew d? (AT 


« And this, My Help! My 60D! at thy Decree? 
Nature is chang'd, and Hell ſhould ſuccour me. 

N * And can't Tho dcn look down frompere Bi, 

2 And ſee me plunging in the dark Abyſs ? | 

„ Calling Thee Father, in a Sea of Fire? 1 
« Or pouring Blaſphemies at thy Defire? _ 


% With Mortal's Anguiſh wilt 'Thou raiſe Thy Name, . 


And by my Pangs Omnipotence proclaim A 


„ Thou, e nds Hed nad Ee, 


* Contract not thy great Vengeance to my Woe ; 
« Cruſh Worlds, in hotter Flames © "ſex ae: 
“On me Almighty Wrath is caſt away. 


Call back thy Fhunders, Lox, hold in thy "I 


Nor with a Speck of Wretchedneſs engage, 
Forget me quite, nor ſtoop a Worm to blame, 
« But loſe me in the Greatneſs of thy Name; 
Thou art all Love, all Mercy, all Divine, 
« And ſhall I make thoſe Glories ceafe to mine i 

< Shall finful Man grow Great by his Offence, | 
And from i its Courſe tum back Ommipotetce ? 


on Forbid it! and Oh! grant, "6 Goo, at le! 
This one, this lender, almoſt no Requeſt; _ _ 
When I have wept a Thouſand Lives away, . 
When Torment is grown weary of i its 1 Fl 3 
„ When I have rav'd Ten Thouſand Years in Fi ire, 
© Ten Thouſand Thouſands, let! me then expire. 12 


ML a 
— 


No. The Thought is Eren. 


* 
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| amg an ed . ag Bat NB 
Though loath, l e elf n owns. ied 
He's jah) doom d to our eternal Orang te 
To talk to fiery Tempeſts, to implore 
The Raging Phime 1 Nö b NN Fer; 
To toſs, to writh, ee eee e 
And bear the Weight of an offended Gov. 


The Favour'd of: theis 1 15 PENS move | 
To take Poſſeſſion of their Thrones, above: 
Satan's accurs d Deſertion to ſupply, | , - 
And fill the vacant Stations of the Sky ; 
Again to kindle long extingniſh'd Rays, 
And with new Lights dilate the 3 Blaze 5 
To crop the Rofes of Immortal Youth, | n 
And drink the Fountain. Tlead of Sarred , 
To ſwim on Seas of Blifs, to ſtrike the ret] 
And lift the Voice to their Almighty King; 
To loſe Eternity in grateful Lays, 
And fill Heaven 8 wide Circumference with Pra, 


But I attempt the ad Height i in i vain, 

And leave unfinift'd the too lofty Strain; 
J chuſe a lefs, but no ipnoble Theme, N 
Diflolving Elements, ah Worlds i in Flame. 


The fatal en the great Hoke, is come 
And Nature ſhrinkeg at her approaching, — "I 
Loud Peals of Thunder give the Sign, and. al. 
Heaven's Terrors in Array ſurround the Ball; 3 
Sharp Lightnings with the Meteors Blaze conſpire, 


And darted downward ſet the World on fire; : 
Back IF 
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Black riſing Clouds the thicken'd Ather choak, 
And ſpiry Flames ſhoot thro” the rolling Smoak, 5 

With keen Vibrations cut the ſullen Night. 
And ſtrike the darken'd Sky with dreadful Light: 
From Heaven's four Regions with immortal Force 

ws UE fb "ir | 

T' enrape the Flame; it ſpreads, it ſoars on high, 

Swells in the Storm, and billows thro' the Sky; 
Here winding Pyramids of Fire aſcend, 

Cities and Defarts in one Ruin blend; 

There, undermin'd down ruſh eternal Hills, 

'The neighbouring Vales the vaſt Deſtruction fills, 


Hear ſt thou that dreadful Crack ? that Sound, which 
broke 
Like peals of Thunder, and 3 ſhook 7 
What Wonders muſt that Groan of Nature tell > 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlas fell, OY 
Which ſeem'd above the Reach of Fate to ſtand 
A tow' ring Monument of Gop's Right Hand;  — 
Now Duſt and Smoak, whoſe Brow ſo lately foread. A 
O'er thelter'd Countries its diffaſive Shade. | 11 


Some Angel ay, Where ran proud as und 
Or where with Fruits was fair Earapa-crown'd ? | 
Where ſtretch'd waſte Lybia ? where did India's = 
Sparkle in Diamonds, and her Golden Oar ? | | 
Each loſt in each, their mingling Kingdoms glow, N 
And all diſſolv d, one fiery Deluge flow: hah 
Thus Earth's Contending 1 Monarchies are Join'd ts 
Thus a full Period. doth Ambition find. 18 8 
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6 or walks, or flee, 
Inhabitants of Sea, of Earth, or Skies; EL 
All on whom: An As Wiſdom fix d a Name, 
All plunge, and in! in the conquering Flame. 


vet Earth alone would but defraud the Fire, 

| Starve its devouring Rage; the Flakes aſpire, 

And catch the Clouds, and make the Heav'ns theirPreyz 
The Sun, the Moon, the Stars all melt away,  — 1 
And leave a mighty Blank: Involy'd in Flame, 
The whole Creation finks+ the Glorious Frame. 
In which Ten Thouſand Worlds in radiant Dance, 

Orb above Orb their wondrous Courſe advance, 

By that o'er-raling Hand, which kindled all 

The Stars, and rounded in its Palm the Ball, 

Is cruſh'd and loſt ; no Monument, no ow: 40 
Where once ſo proudly blaz'd the gay Machine. 

80 Bubbles on the foaming Stream expire,” 

So Sparks that ſcatter from its kindling Fire 3 
The Devaſtations of one dreadful Hour, 

The Great Creator's Six Day's Work devour. 


How rich that Gov who can ak Charge defray, 5 
And bear to fling Ten, Thouſand Worlds away? | 
Vaſt Wealth! and yet (ye Nations hear!) One Soul 
Has more to boaſt, and far outweighs the Whole. 
Have ye not ſeen th” Eternal Mountains nod, 
An Earth diſſolving, a deſcending Gov? 
What ftrange Surprizes thro? all Nature ran? 
For whom theſe Revolutions, but for Man ? 


_ 
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For him Omnipotence new Meaſures _ 15 


For him through all Eternity awakes; 


Pours on him Gifts ſufficient to ſupply | 
Heaven's Lofs, wn with en Gloves ll the Shy. 


Think deeply then, O Man, how great thou art, 
Pay thy ſelf Homage with a trembling Heart ; ; 
Enter the ſacred Temple of thy Breaſt, 75 
And gaze, and wander there a raviſh'd Gueſt; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden Treaſures, thou ſhalt find, 


Wander chro alt the Glories of thy Mind. 


Of perfect Knowledge, ſee, the dawning Light 
Foretels a Noon moſt exquifitely bright ! '2 


Here, Springs of endleſs Joy are breaking forth! 


There, buds the Promiſe of Celeſtial Worth ! 
Worth, which muſt ripen in a happier Clime, 


And brighter Sum, beyond the Bounds of Time. 


Loſe not thy Claim, let Virtue's Paths be trod; 


Thus glad all Heaven, and pleaſe that bounteous Gow, 
Who, to light thee to Pleaſure, hung on high | 


Yon radiant Orb, proud Regent of the Sky ; 


| That Service done, its Beams ſhall fade away, 
And Gov Himſelf ſhine forth in one Eternal Dar. 


THR | 


FoRTY-THIRD Cnae TER | 
3 OF | wh 4 
ECCLESIASTICUS. 

PARAPHRASED 


By the Rev", Mr. BROOME. 


HE Sun that rolls his beamy Orb on high, 
1 Pride of the World and Glory af the Sky, 
IIluſtrious in his Courſe, in bright Array . 
Marches along the Heav'ns and ſcatters Day  _ 
O'er Earth, and o'er the Main, and thro? th* ethereal 

.. „„ 
He in the Morn renews his radiant Round, 
And warms the fragrant Boſom of the Ground: 
But e' er the Noon of Day, in fiery Gleams 
He darts the Glory of his blazing Beams; 
Beneath the Burnings of his ſultry Ray, 

Earth to her Centre pierc'd admits the Day; 


Huge 
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Huge Vales expanc where Rivers roll'd before, | 
And leſſen d Seas contract within their Shore. 


O Pow'r Supreme! 0 high : above all Height ! 
Thou gav'ſt the Sun to ſhine, and Thou art Light 1 
Whether he falls or riſes in the Skies, 

He by thy Voice is taught to fall or riſe; 
Swiftly he moves, refulgent in his Sphere, 

And meaſures out the Day, the Month, and Vear; 
| He drives the Hours along with flower Pace, 
While the quick Minutes nimbly run their Race ; 
He wakes the Flow'rs that ſleep within the Earth, 
And calls the fragrant Infants out to Birth ; 
The fragrant Infants paint th' enamel'd Vales, 

And Native Incenſe loads the balmy Gales ; 
The balmy Gales the Fragrancy. convey 0 
To Heav'n, and to their Gop an Ying pay. 


By thy Command the Moon, as Day light fades, 
| Lifts her broad Circle in the deep'ning Shades; 

Array'd in Glory, and enthron'd in Light, 

She breaks the Solemn Terrors of the Night; N 

| Sweetly- inconſtant in her varying Flame, 

She changes till, another, yet the ſame! ' 

Now in Decreaſe by ſlow Degrees ſhe ſhrouds x 

Her fading Luſtre in a Veil of Clouds; 

Now at Increaſe, her gathering Beams. diſplay . 

A Blaze of Light, and gives a paler Day; 

Ten Thoufand Stars adorn her litt ring Train, 5 
Fall when ſhe falls, and riſe with her again; 

And o'er the Deſerts of the Sky unfold 

Their burning Spangles of ſiderial Gold: 


1 | | Thro' 
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Thro' the wide Heav'ns ſhe moves ſerenely bright, 
Queen of the gay Attendants of the Night; 

Orb above Orb in ſweet Confuſion lies, 

And with a bright Diſorder paints the Skies. 


The Loxp of Nature fram'd the ſhow'ry Bow, 
Turn'd its gay Arch, and bade its Colours glows 
Its radiant Circle compaſles the Skies, 

And ſweetly the rich Tinctures faint, and riſe ; 
It bids the Horrors of the Storm to ceaſe, 
Adorns the Clouds, and makes the Tempeſt pleaſe. 


He when embattled Clouds in black Array, 
O're the wide Heav'ns their gloomy Fronts diſplays 
Pours down a watry Deluge from on High, 

And opens all the Sluices of the Sky ; 

The ruſhing Torrents drown the floated Ground, 
The Mountains tremble, and the Plains reſound: 
Mean Time from every Region of the Sky, | 
Red burning Bolts in forky Vengeance fl; 
Dreadfully bright o'er Seas and Earth they glare, 
And Burſts of Thunder rend th* encumber' d Air; 

At once the Thunders of th' Almighty found, 
Heav'n lowers, deſcends the Torrent, rocks the Ground. 


He gives the furious Whirlwind Wings to fly, 
To rend the Earth, and wheel along the Sky ; 
In circling Eddies whirl'd, it roars aloud, 
Drives Wave on Wave, and daſhes Cloud on Cloud : 
Where er it moves, it lays whole Foreſts low, 
And at the Blaſt, eternal Mountains bow ; 
While tearing up the Sands, in Drifts they riſe, 
And half the Deſart mounts the burthen'd Skies. 
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He from at᷑real Treaſi ures downward pours ; 

| Sheets of unſully'd Snow in lucid Show'rs, 
Flake after Flake, thro' Air thick-wavering flies, 
Till one vaſt ſhining Waſte all Nature lies; 

Then the proud Hills a Virgin Whiteneſs ſhed, 

A dazling Brightneſs glitters from the Mead ; 
The hoary Trees reflect a filver Show, 
And Groves beneath the lovely Burthen bow. 


When ſtormy Winter from the Ronen North 
Borne on his Icy Chariot iſſues forth; | 
Sharp blows the Rigour of the piercing Winds, 
And the broad Floods as with a Breaſt-Plate binds ; 
Ev'n the proud Seas forget in Tides to roll | 
Beneath the Freezings of the Northen Pole; 
There Waves on Waves in ſolid Mountains riſe, 
And A/pes of Ice invade the wand ring Skies; 
While Gulphs below, and ſlippery Vallies lie, 
And with a dreadful Brightneſs pain the Eye; 
But if warm Winds, a warmer Air reſtore, _ 
And ſofter Breezes bring a genial Show'r; 1005 | 
The genial Show'r unbinds the ſecret Chain, 
And the huge Hills flow down into the Main. 


When the Seas rage, and loud old Ocean roars, 
When foaming Billows laſ the ſounding Shores; 
If he in Thunder bid the Waves ſubſide, 

The Waves obedient fink upon the Tide, 
A ſudden Peace controlls th unfolded Deep, 1 25 
And the ſtill Waters in ſoft Silence ſleep. hs 
Then Hear n lets down a Golden-ſtreaming 3 
And all the broad Expanſion flames with Day: 


— 
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In the clear Glaſs the Mariners deſcry 
A Sun inverted, and a downward Sky. 


They who advent'rous plow the Watry Way, 
The dreadful Wonders of the Deep ſurvey ; 
Familiar with the Storms their Sails unbind, 
Tempt the rough Blaſt, and bound before the Wind: 
Now high they mount, now ſhoot into a Vale, 
Now ſmooth their Courſe, and ſcud before the er 
There huge Leviathan unweildy moves, 
And thro' the Waves, a living Iſland, roves: 
Where'er he turns the hoary Deeps divide, 
He breathes a Tempe, and he ſpouts a Tide. 


Thus, Lo RD, the. Wonders of Earth, Sea, and Arr, 15 
Thy bounleſs Wiſdom, and thy Pow'r declare; ; 18 
Thou High in Glory, and in Might ſerene, 
See'ft and mov ſt all, thy ſelf unmov'd, unſeen: 
Should Men and Angels join in Songs to raiſe 
A grateful Tribute, equal to thy Praiſe, 

Yet far thy Glory would their Praiſe outſnine, 
Tho' Men and Angels in the Song ſhould join; 
For tho' this Earth with Skill divine is wrought, 
Tho' wondrous far beyond the Reach of Thought, 
Yet in the ſpacious Regions of the Skies 
New Scenes unfold, and Worlds on Worlds ariſe ; 
There other Orbs, round other Suns advance, - 
In Ether float, and run their myſtic Dance; 
And yet the Pow'r of thy Almighty Hand, - 

Can build another World from every Sand. 
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Late Vicar of Finching field in Eſſex. 
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HE allowing "JOY was written 
as a Thankſgiving to Gop, after a 
Recovery from Sickneſs. _ 
The Subject is exceeding Poetical, 90 
well choſen; tho ſome Dreamers of 
| Parnaſſus affirm, that true Religion is 
almoſt' inconſiſtent with true Poetry. 
The leſſer Lights till govern the Night, 
and the Sun yet knoweth his going-down. 
The Face of Nature is as beautiful as 
ever, Why may it not then be as beauti- 
fully painted? If Poets therefore be Ene- 
mies to Religion, it muſt be in their Per- 
ſonal, not their Poetical Capacity. The 
Roughneſs of ſome Scripture Words is no 
Objection againſt others: Not to inſiſt, 
that Strength often atones for the Want 
of Smoothneſs. Is not Sion as harmoni- 


ous a Name as Olpmpuct Is not the Sound 
of 


The — 
of Lucifer the ſame, whether it fi rie 


a Star in the Firmament, or the Prince of 
Darkneſs ? It ſeems unreaſonable to con- 
fine Machinery .to Heathen Gods, that 
is, to Evil Spirits only. At the Creation, 
the Seraphs join'd in a Chorus; he Morn: 
ing Stars ſang together, and all tbe Sons 
of Gov- ſhouted for Foy. Why muſt we 
call for Aſſiſtance upon Idols and Devils, 
and exclude the beſt Poets in the Univerſe 
from any Part in our Terreftial Poetry! 
This is like what is reported of Jeton, 
who finding the Battle of the Angels in 
a Church-Window, broke the Picture of 
Michael in Pieces, and left the Image of 
the Dragon entire. 

The Chriſtian, not content with Equa- 
lity, ſtands, on higher Ground than the 
Pagan. For Dagon muſt fall before the 
IT and falſe Inſpiration give Place to 
true. Cloud-compelling Jove vaniſhes 
into nothing when ſet near Fehovah, who 
 maketh the Clouds his Chariot, and walk- 
. eth upon the Wings of the Wind. We 
meet not in Homer either with the Name, 
or Thing Almighty : Nor has He or 


Virgil any Deſcription of divine Power 


fit to be mention'd with that of the Pſal- 
miſt; He Jer and they were made; or 
of 
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of Moſes, Let there be Li 'obt, and FAY 
was Li gb I ſhould not have alledg d 


this latter Inſtance, had it not been com- 1 
mended by Longinus, an acknowledg d 


Judge of good Writing; and perhaps 
thoſe Wits who laugh at the Greek, and 
deſpiſe the Critick, will have ſome Reſpedt, 


at leaſt, for the Heathen. 


The Story, which gave Occaſion to the 
Song of the Three Children, yields a far 
nobler Example of Machinery, than any 
I can recollect in the Liad or Æneid. Ne- 
buchadnezzar, the King, having caſt 
Three Men bound into the Furnace, 
which was heated by his Commandment 
Seven Times hotter, than uſual, cries 
out with Aſtoniſhment, Lo, J fee Four 
Men logſe walking in the Midi of the 
Fire, and they have no Hurt, and the 


Form of the Fourth is like the Son ” 
Gop. The Truth of the Fact ſurely 
does not leſſen the Probability; and, with- 


out doubt, it heighthens the Marvellous. 
The Occaſion of this Divine Interpoſition 
is the moſt important, that Fancy can 
conceive ; namely, the Vindication of 
Gop's Honour againſt falſe Gods, ſet up 
in Oppoſition to Him; and the Defence 
of honeſt and pious Men, who dar'd pur- 
| fue 
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ſue their Duty, without any Regard to 
the Terrors of this World. Here is no 
ſteealing Favourites away from Danger, 
but, what is much more, preſerving them 
in it; no raiſing a Cloud, which ſeems 
natural enou gh, but reverſing, for a Tune, 
the known Power of Nature, and com- 
manding the Fire not to burn, even while 
it retain'd its Fierceneſs ; as appears, by 
its killing thoſe Men, who threw the 
Saints into. the Furnace. Can any Mor- 
tal prefer the feign'd Actions of the Gen- 
kile Deities to this real Appearance of the 
true Gop, ſo much as in a Poetical View, 
unleſs he be miſerably prejudic'd in Fa- 2 
vour of Hell, and in good Earneſt poſ- 
ſeſs'd by the Dæmon of Delphi? ? 
But I detain. the Reader from a ſtrong- 
er Proof, than any can be given in Proſe, 
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O all ye Wonne if the Loxp, &c. 
E ING S, that lifeleſs meerly Being have, | 
With thoſe, that vegetate and yield Increaſe, 

Beings, to whom your Author Senſes gave, i 
And you, who Mind and Intellect poſſeſs, 
Quit your Diſtinctions of Degree and Kind, 
KRiſe, and in ſacred Raptures all unite, 
| To praiſe for- ever that eternal Mind, | 
Who * bleſſes * vat _ 
0 fe Anors of the Lon &, | 


Immortal Subſtances above! 
Princes obedient ! 8 bright! 


— — — — 1 5 1 
— —— — — 


1 - "IE and Sacred Pons, . 

1 For-ever burning with exalted Love, Tk 
Denen Rays of the Great Source of Light; 

 »+ Hoſts of the Jealous Gov! Ztherial Bands, 

re as He commands; | 

Splendid Courtiers of the Skies, 

Watchful Guards of Innocence, „ 
Wogen, and waft us hence; 
Agel, dependent Deities, 
| Praiſe him, whole Height your ſharpeſt Ken tranſcends, 
Wines cot the H-horn "_— e by 


III. 
0 ye HEAVENS, &c. 


en 5 
Ac Azure Roof, thick-ſet with living Fires, 
With Orbs unnumber d of unmeaſur'd Size, 

Which human Art in vain to view aſpires; 

"Vaſt Aniphitheatre of boundleſs Space, 
| TIT Oded Race, - 
In Time and Meaſure muſically move, 
And through Variety of Figures rove, 


1 | Yet keep unwearied their unerring Ways: 


In you. your Author wrote his awful Name 5 
In laſting Characters of Flame, 


. In th' univerſal Language, in a Hand. 
Wdich all may read, all Nations . rſtand: 


0 - * | Through your wide Regions Praiſe to Him be giv'n, | 
e eee | 


0 y 


i 


*. 


O ye WIr that be 405 the Hir. 


mament, _&c. 


Cadel Waters, who at Gov's Command 
Exalted by his Spirit upwards flew 
Above the Firmament's expanded Blue, 
And left groſs Ocean, and inferior Land; 
Parent of Elements, primæval Cold, 
Who, rais'ſt to fix d Repoſe and Eaſe, 
With Pity from your Heights behold 
Your little agitated Siſter Seas, 
| Mee now riſe, and now ſubſide, 
FToſs' d by Wind, and dafh*d by Tide; 
To whont' your Stores auxiliary you lent 
The Rebel ſturdy Giant Race, 
And Giant Sins from Earth t' efface, 
And drown the antient World diſdaining to repent; 
| Then at the raiſing of a ne, 
And better Offspring quickly you 
Back to your lofty Seats obediently withdrew : 
Ve ſure Foundations of the Heav'ns proclaim 
Your Maker's ever-during Fame, 
In your ſtill Eloquence his Praiſe rehearſe, 


Who by your Staticks pois'd the new-made Univerſe. | 


O all:ye Bowrnnof tbe Los o, Se. 
Ve Pow'rs of Gop, to whoſe Vicegerent Care 
Empires and Fates of Kings entruſted are, 
Ye Sev'n diſtinguith'd Hierarchies, who ſtand 
| Neareſt the Throne, in eminent Command; 
| K | 
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| 
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Ve Eyes of ever-waking Providence, 

Of wonderful Effects the Cauſe unſeen, 
Diſpoſing trivial intricate Event: 
Beyond the Wiſdom or the Strength of Men; 1 
To him perpetual Hallelujah ſing, Te 

Who deigns for Man your Service to e 
To the true Source of Pow'r, the only King, 

Who with a Word can ſave, and with a Word deſtroy. 


; 3 ot ab 
- . — e * 
7 
69 7 
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3 5 1177 
- Unexhauſted 1 of Heat, 
| Whoſe Beams the Face of Nature paint, 
— 4 Emblem of all that's Good or Great, 
Or Beauteous, or Beneſicent:;: 
Whoſe Genial Parent Rays beſtow. - i 
Life and Light on all below; 
On whoſe rovolving Golden Car of State, 
The Hours, and Days, and Months, and Years, in 
duteous Order wait, 1 
Fair Picture of the glorious Cauſe of Al; 1 
Sa fair, that erring Nations proſtrate fall, T 
And take the Copy for th' Original; 85 7 
From Eaft to Weſt your Journey bright | 
Through ev'ry Climate as you run, 
Uleſs the uncreated Light, | 
With whom compar'd you are no Sun. 


ns 
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And Moon, bleſs, Kc. 


Silver Queen of duſky Spheres, - | 
| Whoſe cooler Fire and Female Light 


Day ſupply, diſpel our Fears, 
And gild the Horror of the Night; 


To whoſe Imperial Sceptre bow 


Stars above and Seas below ; 


Whoſe Youth can Phenix-like return, - | 


Like her with ſolar Fire you burn, 
Like her riſe fairer from your Urn; 
To Gov unceaſing Homage pay, 


Whoſe native and unborrow'd Ray, 
Nor Wanes, nor Changes undergoes, 


Nor Shade of Variation knows, 
Who bears alone unbounded Sway, 


. VI. 


O ye STARS of Heaven: &c. 


= 5 


Nor clrcumfſerid'd by Night, nor limited by Day. 


Spangles of Gold, Night's richeſt Dreſs, 


When gay in Publick ſhe appears, 


Planets, who regularly rove, 
Stars ſuperior fix d above, 
K 2 


And glittering bright like Diamonds numberleſs 
Profuſely ſcatter d on her Sable wears; 
Huge Worlds, yet ſeeming little Points of Light, 
Whoſe Diſtance favours and deceives our Sight; : 
Nearer your Blaze and Heat we could not bear, 
Nor could you mark the Seaſons of our Year: 
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Who lead through Night the Sailor on, 
Sure as the Meridian Sun; 
Bleſs him, from whom your Luſtre flows, 
Who guides your circling Motion ever right, 
Your Names, your Number, and your Natureknows, 
Creator, as in rem in n. n 
1 1 
O ye Showxks, Cc. 
| Bleſs Gop, ye ſoft-deſcending Show'ers, 
Earth's Balm infus d to cloſe her op'ning Veins, 
Iy0o hatch the tender Infant Flow'rs, 
T' inform with ſpringing Life the drooping Plains. 
Let fond xyptians boaſt their Seven · Mouth'd Nite, 
Without'your Help, ſupplies their little Want; ; 

Vou water ev*ry Coaſt, and ev ry Soil, | 
And Rivers of the World yourſelves nhl vaunt ; 
From Pole to Pole you carry due Supplies; 71 

Within no narrow Brinks confin'd ; 
Through trackleſs Roads you float along, the Skies, 
Wafted'by Providential Wind, | © 
Dei far-fetch'd Northern Stores alley, 
he parching Southern Heat of Day; 
Mir ory whoſe Hand unwearied pours 
Rich Bleflings over all his b Works in een 3 
Show'rs. 


| X. | 4 \ D 15 
And Dews Bleſs, Br. Hr 
Ye drizzling Mis, whoſe ſilent Fall 


Wets cs than the ſounding Rain, | 
Whom 
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Whom ſolar Beams together call, 
Whom ſolar Beams diſpel again; 
Ferst that thick · gathering can def, 
And veil the World's all- ſeeing Eye, 
And, 1. diſpers'd by his victorious Ray, 
8 e o'er us in the Noon of Day; : 
Praiſe Him, who tho” a little Space 
_ Heſeems to hide his radiant Face, 
And when we pray, and when we weep, 
An angry Silence ſeems to keep, 
| After ſhort Gloom ſhines gracious from above 
In Beams of Mercy, Faithfulnefs, and Love. 
O ye WinDs of Gop, Ge. 
Cool Gales, whoſe healthful Show'ry_Breeze 
Wantons midſt the Flow'rs and Trees, 
And wilder Storms, whoſe Fury ſends | 
Inviſible reſiſtleſs Blows, | 
The Mariner's perfidious Friends, 
But dreadful and relentleſs Foes. 
| Impetuous Tyrants of the Sea and Air, 
Who Navies wreck, and deep- fix d Foreſts tear; 
Diſturbers of the ſhatter'd Univerſe, 5 
Loud rolling Thunder's rapid Wings; 
Praiſe Him, whoſe Breath, as you the Duft diſperſe, 
Scatters the Pride of States, and Monarchies of Kings. 
ak | 
| 0 we Fam * 
Pure heav'nly Elemental Fire, | 
_Who: reſt within your proper Sphere, K. 3. 
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And Flames, that towards e 
And rage at being fetter'd here; 
Furious, when looſe, deſtroying, while you ſhine, 
Ordain'd to waſte the World by Wrath Divine ; 
That awful Gop your utmoſt Homage _ 
Ye Executioners of milder Ire, 
| | Who tiveds tiot gat ind nfinifterial Flames 11 
een e eee ene . 
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1 Hear, Sc. * 
Son of Motion, genial Heat, 
We Motion in your Turn beget, 
Vital Principle, -whence flow. 
h Our Actions, and our Paſſions too; 
Chymiſt, whoſe Sympathy unites and binds, 
Fach kindred Part, and fevers foreign Linds, 
Chief Spring of Nature's wonderful Machine, 
Who giv'ſt to Flow'rs the W to Leaves the 
| Green, . 
Fountain of chearful Health, to his les 
The Gay, the Fi ierce, the Beauteous, and the Strong, 
Without whoſe vig ' rous Energy . 
This Globe of Air, and Earth, and Sea, 
One Joyleſs, Uſeleſs, Lifeleſs Lump would be; 
© Praiſe Him, by whom preſerv'd ſubliſts the Whole, 
. Nor needs a plaſtick univerſal Soul. we 1 
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-  : Foal 

0 Je WINTER. | 
Winter, long Swaon of each decrepid Ver! 
Who chill its Vains, and bring i its hoary Hair, 
When ſtrip'd of ev'ry Beauty Nature lies 
Thrown into pale and dying Agopies, uot 
Bleſs Nature 8 Author, whoſe reviying Breath 
Makes Spring f agreed. our r . our Death, 


od 8 MER, Ge 
Whoſe Pulſe beats ſtrongly, boiling high, 
Luxuriant, while the Dog Star's Rage 
Dares with the fiery Lion vye; 
When all, that breathe within the Waters, = 
Gambols on Land che blith Four-footed Throng, 
Birds chant melodious on the dancing 8 pra, 
And gladſome Nature echoes to che Song, 
Smalleſt Sparks of Life are gay, 
Flies and Inſects ſing and play, 
Lately ſeeming Dead, revive, « 
Now'they wake, and now they live, 
Bleſt Seaſon! -whoſe returning Fruits and Flow'rs 
To Earth a Yearly Paradiſe reſtores, 
Offer to Gop your earlieſt Fruits, and raiſe. 
nag and Garlands of N Praiſe. 


XVI, 


=, «rai who deigns his Influence to infuſe,” 
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_— 
4 ohe Daws,... RES 
Gendy- falling pearly Dew, 
Liquid Diamonds of the Morn, 
Which various gliſt ring to the View, £ 
Pendant from the Leaf or Thorn, 
The Pomp of Nature's Dreſs declare, 35 
| And make the Morning ſelf more fait; 
Drops that Inſects feed, and Plants, 
And, when the Meal is done, 
No longer uſeful to their Wants, 
Shrink from the warmer Sun. * 
(Se Manna, o'er the Deſart ſpread, _ + 
Mas melted, having 7/-ael fed; 
Dews, that longer oft have ſhin d, 
Or Silver froſted o'er the Green; * | 


? 


i ee, . err: 
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| Deſtroying Angel, General Blaſt, 
Who lay'ft our fertile Countries waſte, 


Whoſe Pinch nor Herb nor Animal can bear, 
05 Unixerſal Forager 
Leanneſs, whoſe Teeth, like Pharaoh's Tn deyour 
What plenteous Harveſts gave before, 
Yet oft with Uſury repay 
What their firſt Keenneſs ſnatch'd away, 1 


— 


£ 


Who for each IIl, which, here: on mn in 
Provides a — 3 1 


In bining Fetter, tho at large, confin's | 
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The wearied Soil impregnate, and prepare 


For fuller richer Crops. th? enſuing Year ; © | 


Bleſs him, whoſe: all-diſpoſing Providence = 
Adds bitter Phyſick to our pleaſing Food, - 
With Good and Evil chequers all Events, 

T* exalt his ne and his Creature s Good. 


XVIII. 


O ye Fxos r and Corp, Ge. 


Shiv'ring Ague of the Air, 
Churliſh Colony ſent forth | | 
From your inhoſpitahle North, 4 pry 
Rugged Companion of the Polar Bear, 
Cold, whom like a Beaſt of Prey 
Oft by Fire we chaſe away, 
Cold, whole. ſearing, Breath bereaves 
| Hills of Trees, and, Trees of Leayes, 
Vet, which atones for-all.the Ils yon do, - 
With Trees and Leaves you ſweep: Diſeaſes too: 
Bleſs him, whoſe: gracious. Wiſdom ffores 
The North with, Fuel, and with Furs, 
(Fus, that deſenſive Armour make, 
| Soft Baſtions, which your Forces cannot thake), - 


XIX. 
Oye Ice, 
Ice, who the fluid Element ca bind, 
Protected from its Tyrant Wind: 7 


By 


| The tender verdant Offspring of the Field; 
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Buy thee, the finny Race immur'd 
Reſt ſafe from Hooks and Nets ſecur d: 10 
Eneroaching Ships are ſudden flaid, 
 Thatpaſstheantient Bounds, which prudent Nature made: 
Nor ean th* unwilling Captives force their Way, 
Held faſter, than by fabled Remora 
Buy thee weak Waves a ſolid Road can form, 
And firm, as Marble, ſtand the Winter” s Storm: 
Nor can the Icy Sea, when moſt it ſwells 
With raging Tides, its Bridge. of Chryſtal ſhock ; 
Bleſs him, who turns hard Rock to ſpringing Wells, 
And turns by you ſoft Water into Rock. 5 
And 8 - "RET 
Light congeal'd i in feather'd' Show'rs, 
Of Innocenee the Emblem bright, 
Mantling Trees, and Fields, and Tow'rs, 
PDanling with a Waſte of White; 
Flakes; that, thick-pouring from the St Cloud, 
At once both Ornament and Safety yield, 
From piercing Cold, whoſe gather'd Fleeces bros 


* 


Bleſs God, who ſhields his Saints from ev'ry Harm, 
At whoſe Command Fire ſhall not mm and Sow ſel a 
* Warm. | 


Ohe NiGurs, 


Relict of Chaos, melancholy Night. 
Night, at Whoſe Pencil's Touch the Colours fade 
W, of 
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Of Nature's Landſkip; vaniſh'd Gn our Sight 
The Roſe and Bri'r are equal in tie Shade: 

Night, the World's dark and temporary Grave, 
Who lays the Monarch level with the Save, 

Daily Sabbath, made to reſt 

Toiling Man, and weary Beaſt; 
A Comforter, in whom th' Afflicted find 
Oblivion of their Woes, and Indolence of Mind; 
Praiſe him, whoſe radiant and all-piercing Sight 
Makes 28 Darkneſs clear. as Noon-day + 


* 
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| And Days, Se. 
1 Day, univerſal Beauty, Ray divine, 
; Whom none but Gyilt and Falſhood fear, 3 
| Truth undiſguis d and ſpotleſs Virtue ſhine 
Wich native Luſtre bright, when you appear ; 

3 Day, whom gloomy Sorrow flies 
Pouring Eye-ſight on our Eyes, | 
Mountain, Foreſt, Sea, and Plain. | 

Yn Departed late, return again; . 
Nature from Night's dark Priſon forth you (call, 
Type of the Reſurrection general; 
New Motion, and new Life you give 

| To all, that move, and all, that live; 

Bleſs Gov, Father of Lights, who bids you riſe 
With unditinguit'd Beams on Friends and Enemies 


m_ 


3 


„ 


o Lier, 1 
5 11 5 Creation" s firſt Eday, * e 
Gladſome Uſher of the Day, 3 
Who your ſhining Parent Sun 
Still attend, and fill outrun; | 
Pureſt Angel's bleſt Abode, _ I'll 
"Rob? Majeſtical of Gov, 3 
Suter than Whirlwind from the Eat ye — pa flow, 
| And in an Inſtant ſtrike our Eyes below ; 
Who dar'ſt almoſt for Speed with Spirit vie, 
For Thought, and only Thought « can quicker fly: 
Whoſe Beams with falſe unteal Colours cheat, 
Vet, hateing Falood, ſhow your own Deceitz ; 
| "Whom nobleſt Painter's mimick Pain” | 
Stieg to imitate in vain, 
 Crnrttiihl largeſt Objects, Earth, or Sky, 
Within the narrow Pupil of che Eye: 
Praiſe never- ceaſing be to him convey d, 
To whom yo vino Tune bat a Shade, 
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errang XXIV. ech 0 N 
© nd Pines Ge. | 


EDEN Whoſe Empire no Beginning knew, 

The blind Confuſion, whence this Order grew, 

_ Fer yet the Spirit's Wings, that brooding lay, 
Had hatch'd the new-made World, e er ſhonethe N 
Day; 


Black 
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Black Privation, ſhadowy Name, | 
Phantom, to ſcare the Wicked ſent, 
The cloſe Retreat of bluſhing Shame, 

Of guilty Sin the Puniſhment, 

Dreaded unſubſtantial Spright, 

Shy vaniſhing at Moming Lights * 
Bleſs Him, whoſe fertile Word to Boing wade 

Light from thy Boſom, and the World from 


8 ye Lien ruinds, 


_ Ralling Thunders, Voice divine, 
Lightnings, blaſting while ye thine, 
h' Alarm of angry Heaven, whoſe Terrors make 
| The Nations tremble and the Foreſts ſhake, 
Gone Weapons of reſiſtleſs Flame, 
| Arrows: of ſure unerring Aim, . 
| Walls within Walls no more the Paſſage FE 
Than unoppoſing Space of liquid Air; 
Through the Welkin ſee they glide, 
Quick to puniſh Human Pride, _ 
By theſe did Sodom's Luft in Flames expire, 
And felt the Vengeance of Ethereal Fire ; 
 Sweift-wing'd Lightnings, Thunders loud, 
Praiſe the everlaſting Gn, 
From whom deſcending at the Judgment Day, 
Both Earth and Heav'n itſelf ſhall flee away. 


ous 
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Aud Cxoups, &c. 
Clouds, ſoft Furls of folded Air, * 
Beauteous Tap'ftry of the Skies, 


Ever- fleeting Landſkips, fair 
With infinite Varieties; 


Ve penſile Lakes, that arm our Floods with Rage, 


Gop's Magazines, when purpos'd War to wage, 
Whether to cauſe the Plowman's Hopes to fail, 
He pours unkindly Rain inceſſant down, 
Or elſe, from frozen Stores of moulded Hail, 
Deſtroy the Herbage with a Show*r of Stone; 
Praiſe him, who when of Old the Heav' ns he bow d, 
Choſe for his pompous Car an awful Cloud, 
Who, when delighted to appear 
Tho Object more of Love, than Fear, 
Aſſum' d a gentler Cloud, and milder Ray, 
To lead his I/ael through the Deſart Way, | 
Or ober the Mercy-Seat his Glory bright difplay. 


- XXVIL. po gk 


O let the EarTH bleſs, &c. 


Mother of all Things, Earth, the Womb 
Of Worms and Monarchs, and their Tomb ; 
The happy Seat, at firſt, of Peace, | 
Love, and Innocence, and Joys, 
Untill'd, producing bleſt Increaſe, 
Flowers and Fruits of Paradiſe, 
Till curs'd for Sin, tho' till'd, you ſcarcely grant 
Supplies for guilty Man's redoubled TI N | 


&c. 


And 
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And yield, for chearing Wine, and ſtrength' ning Corn, 
The prickly Thiſtle, and the fruitleſs Thorn: 

Great Theatre of Change, whereon we play 
Perhaps a gay, but ſhort and anxi6us Part, 
Where Sins, Vexations, Loſſes, Pains allay, 
Our greateſt Joys with ſure· attending Smart; 
Bleſs Gop, and thankfully receive, | 

| What ſtill his Goodneſs deigns to give, 
Who grants, when waken'd from your Dutt we riſe, 
A better Earth, and ſafer Paradiſe, 
Where neither Pain nor Trouble ſhall moleſt, 
Nor Sin, nor Serpent break our endleſs Reſt. 


XXVIII. 
O ye MounTAINS, 


Mountains, who Clouds beneath you can deſpiſe, 
Earth's Pillars, who triumphant Arches form, 
Unſhaken Objects of perpetual Storm, 
Beauteous, tho! vaſt, noble Deformities, 
Old flately Monuments of Nature's Birth, 
Whether you overlook the Sea, 
And point to Mariners their Way, 
Or elſe with various Gifts enrich the Earth, 
Ripen the Minerals, and Gems, and Ore, 
And wealthy Rivers-unexhauſted pour, 
bY Land- marks, friendly Umpires of "Debates, 
unparts of Wars, and Boundaries of States; 
Bleſs him, who makes your Pride to fail, 1 
Whoſe Preſence, when provok'd, you fly 
Lighter than Duſt within his Scale, | 
Leſs than nothing in his Eye. | | 
Ls XXIX 


— 
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8 Se. 


| Small Hills, whoſe gently riſing Height, 

And Proſpects ſweet and pleaſant Shades, | 
The Pomp of Courts, and Crowd of Cities ſlight, 
Thrones of Delight, which Treaſon ne'er invades, 

| Where artleſs Bliſs, and genuine Beauties grow, 
That neither Av'rice baſe, nor worſe Ambition know, 
Where Flocks and Herds are ſhelter d, and are fed, 
A Table plenteous, and a flow'ry Bed; 
Praiſe him, who makes ev'n Kings, who Scepters 
Dependant on the lighted Field, 
With Cares and Dangers has beſet 
The lofty Stations of the Great, 
While calm and fafe the middle Seats appear, 
Too high to envy, and too low to fear, 


- 


„ 
O all ye GREEN TI INGS Lind the 
25 Earth, . 
Tall ſtately Cedars, ſhedding rich Perfumes, 


Wherewith our verdant Lebanon is grac'd, 
Who, ſelf embalm'd in your own fragrant Gum, 
Defy Corruption, and for ever laſt; 
All that each diff rent Clime or Seaſon 8 
' Who ſpicy Odours breathe, or balmy Tears, 
All that from Mother Earth's fair Boſom _ i 
Whate*er was known of Old to Solomon the Wiſe ; ; * 


— 
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Or Flow'rs, our dainty Senſe to pleaſe, 
Or Herbs, mene - 
Simples, to remedy Diſeaſe, pa 

- Totemper, bad; 


Bleſs him, who gave your . 


| Whoſe Hand your various glowing Colours paints, 
Colours, whoſe native Luſtre has outhhone 


Great David's pompous | hin, * on his Iv'ry 


Amn _ 
 OyeWELLs, bleſs, &c. 
i Fountains, tranſparent Mirrors, where 
The Sun, delighted to appear, | | 
Stamps on fluid trembling Glaſs. 
His glorious, tho? reflected Face; 


Comm̃on, yet precious Veſſels, which o'erflow, 
And Silver potable on all beſtow; : 


Praiſe kim, was area um and Want 


The bed Sous, whence brig Waters iſe. 


XXII.) 
"ws SE. As. 


Vaſt Ocean, moving World,. unſure Abode 
Of Fleets, a beaten, yet a trackleſs Road, 
Who once devoted Earth o'er-ſpread, 
No chain'd for ever to your Bed, 
Where furious oft you rage in vain 
At the full Moon, and at the Wane; 


L 3 Monſter, 


. A M A ˙ Q GE + no a 


8 — —̃ ͤü—— 


» ” 
4 
v . — 
* 
. ]˙Ä9: . ⅛˙ [1e ĩ˙.ñẽ! a. es 41 
ads MIU EGe SP te 


126 Mon A1 and Saches Pans 


Monfter, whoſe Foam and Roaring threat the Shore, 5 
5 Who, like a Lion coucha t in the Way, . 
Sometimes with ſeeming Sleep deceive your Prey, 
Then ſudden rons'd infatiately devour; 
| Yet made a Beaſt of Burden you convey | 
Treaſures of diff rent Coaſts along the watry Way, | 
Tube Strong, like Sanpſen's Riddle, yielding fweet, 
; The great Devourer khus affording Meat: 
Praiſe him whoſe Nod, prefiding o'er the Deep, 
Or ſwells to Storms, or. bids the Ocean ſleep, 
Faſt bound by his Almighty Hand 
In Adamantine Chains of deſpicable Sand. 
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Rivers, Earth's circulating; Blood. 
Which feeds her Seas, aid feeds her Lands, 
| The Life of in-latid Trade, whoſe friendly Flood 
For diſtant Cities joins in ſure'tho* fluid Bands 
Serpentine Waters, who yourſelves out- run, 
Yet with an equal Pace yourfelves putſue, _ 
Your Manſions always keep, and always tn, | 


Ever the ſame, yet ever New; EL 
_ Uſeful Wanderers that err, 
Your Bleflings wider to confer, 


- Cealelefs exalt Kis Praiſe, from whom alone 
Created Being flows, himſelf deriv'd from none. 


XXXIV. 
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0 ye Wu Arr. and al that moot in (re 
my Waters, &. 


Ye Whales, who mit th wile eee Main, 
When floating huge like living Iſlands how, 
Where lawleſs Tyrants uncontroul'd eee 
And fat with Lives of your Inferiors grow, 
Who ſport at large, and take your le. 
In ſpacious Ae Palaces, 
No leſs than Earthquakes, or a bearded Star, 
8 Vour conſcious Brother Tyrants fear, 
And by your Ruin dread their owm is near: | 
Ve leſſer Sea-born Nations, nameleſs Fry, 
Who by uncounted Millions multiply: 
Ye curious Work of ſporting Nature's Hand, 
Who imitate each Species of the Land, 3 
Strangers to Sound, your Maker's Glory nie, bh 
e e 


0 40 ki; Eos the Air, Kc. | 


Inhabitants of Woods and Air, 

With rich'embroider'd Plamage fair, 
Builders, whoſe Structures far tranſcend 3 
What human Architecture ſhows WEE 


Of diff rent Form, yet all defend 


The callow Breed from Cold and Foes; 
. 5 | Wiſe 
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Wiſe Prophets of the future Ver, 
Who fly from Miſchiefs ye foreſee ; 

A With artleſs melting Melody, 

3 Nature compoſing ev y ng 

| _ Eccho'd to the Dales and Groves, 

Wherein the painted feather'd Throng 

Sing their Paſſions and their Loves; 
To Gop who gave your ſweeteſt Lays, 
„ . > 


XXXVT. 
0 all ye BEASTS and CarTLE, c. 


3 


Brutes, grov'ling Spirits, Souls that die, 
Slaves to your Senſes, and to Mann. 
Oſt ſhowing, when you fight, ty, 5 
His forfeited Dominion vain, F 5 
- Living Machines, by Art divine 
Built, beyond Deſcription fine ; 5 
Purſuing Nature's End, by Inſtin& taught, 2 2 
Whoſe ſtrange Impulſes oft exceed our Thought, | 
Lay all your wonted Enmities aſleep, j 
From Pards and Tigers, down to Dogs and Sheep; 
Unanimous your Author bleſs, 
In all your diff rent Languages, 
Whoſe er eee packers Punk: 
All that in Deſarts range, or Paſtures, reſt, 
That Company in Herds, or ſingle ſtray, 
And feeds the Lion roaring for his Prey. 


5 * j - 
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Vll. 


O ye Cn⁰ĩ̃Ex of Men, Kr. 


Man, Sum of Beings, little World, where we 

All Nature in a Point contracted ſe, 
Where num 'rous Contradictions * in wondrom Har- 
| mony :; 

Body ſuſtain'd by fleeting Breath, 
Immortal, liable to Death, 5 
Mind, that beyond the World can fy, 
Yet, chain'd to Duſt, muſt groveling lie; 

Who all Things ſeek to know with curious Exe, 

Vet to your ſelf, your ſelf a Myſtery, 

When of th' amazing Union you diſpute 

Of Thought with Matter, and with Angel Brute; 

Great Monarch of all Creatures here below, 

Whate'er th* Almighty Pow'r and Word did form, 

Yet cruſh'd beneath the meaneſt, vileſt Foe, 
Nearly allied to Gop, and Ki ndred to the Worm; 

Bleſs Gon, who makes you over all Things reign, 

And after Death reviv'd a nobler Kingdom gain; 

Collective Praiſes to your Sov'reign pay, 
Who reigns alone Supreme with . N. 


XXXVIII. 


O let IsRAEL bleſs, &c. 
Bleſs Gov, O 1/-ael, his peculiar Care, 
For whom fix'd Nature's Rules inverted are, 
Divinely taught, divinely fed, _ 
With Heav'nly Laws, and Angel Bread, 
And cloath'd by Miracles, and led : 


Age, 
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Egypt, fad Theatre of Judgment, ſees, : 
How vain t' oppreſs, whom Gov to ſave decrees ; 
O'er burning Sands the choſen. Fav'rites go, 

Lo, from the ſtricken Rock refreſhing Waters flow, 
The Travellers point out the River's Courſe, 
The River guides not here the Travellers, 
Febovah's Self in Perſon leads you on, 

Arms the Creation for the War, 
The Earth, the Inſects, and the Air, 

Divides th' oppaſing Sea, and ſtops the Noon - day Sun; 
For whom ſo many Wonders wrought we ſee, 
They loſe almoſt their Name by Frequency ; 

Tune, tune your Harps, and Sion's Anthem ſing 

To Gop, your Guide, your Chief, your Father, and 

your * | 


O ye PRIESTS of the LokD, &c. 


Bleſs God, ye Prieſts, who at his Altars wait, 
Choſe from the choſen People of his Love, | 
Who here your future Bliſs anticipate, 
And do on Earth what Angels do above; | 
Your hallow'd Unctien Heav'ns Vicegerents ſhare, ' / 
Should Monarchs to uſurp your Honours dare, 
: Struck from above they die ! For Crimes . 
Bleſt Ty pick Mediators you atone, 8 
By Death of Beaſts in feeble Emblem ſhew 

|  Sorer Death to Sinners due; 
Ambaſſadors of Peace to Gop aſpire, 


Your Breaſts and Altar touch'd wich Heav'nly Fire ; 
Bef ore 
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Before his Footſtool proftrate low, 
Your ſelves as living Victims ſhow ; 

Free from Spot of Worldly Cares, 
Let your Praiſe, and let your Prayers 
As Morning, and as Ev'ning Incenſe, riſe, 
Perpetual and accepted Sacrifice. 
XL. 
O ye SERVANTS of the 1 Ge. 
Vou that to his Courts belong, 
Sons of Levi, join the Song; 
In his Temple, your Abode, 
Born the Servants of your Gop, 
| To bear his Ark with awful Dread, 
Round his Altar daily tread, _ 
And nightly baniſh dewy Sleep, 
Watches in his Houſe to keep ; 
Safe-arm'd with Innocence you may deſpiſe 
The threat'ning Demagogues and Tyrant's Frown ; 
The King, that ſerves him not, is Slave to Vice, 
The Slave, that ſerves him, titled to a Crown! 
Ardent in Praiſe of your great Maſter be, 
| Whoſe Service is alone true * Liberty. 


2 i 
O ye SPIRITS, and SOULS 90 "the 
RIGHTEOUS, &c. 


You righteous Souls, from Chains of Body free, 
Who long were toſt on Life's tempeſtuous Sea, 
Now landed ſafe in bleſt Eternity, 


For 
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For ever paſt this troublous fickle State, = 


Publick Diſtraction, and Domeſtick Hate, 

| And wilful Violence of the lawleſs Great, 

i Who dar'd for Right, -while here on Earth, be bold, 
| With fteady:Hand th' unbyafs*d Balance hold, 

Nor caſt by Favour, nor weigh'd down by Gold, 
Nor longer taught by Faith, by Sight you know, 

| Juſtice, is nobleſt Wiſdom here below); 

Praiſe ye the Judge, whoſe righteous Doom will pay 
Juſt Recompence to all at the great final Day. 
XIII. 

Bleſs Gop, ye Saints, ye wiſe and happy Few, 
He his own Image ſees, and loves in you; 1495 
Unmov'd by Scoffers, who with haughty Air 
Dictate their Follies from the Scorer s Chair, 
Where pleas'd and proud the Ideots fit, - 
Their Guilt the Standard of their Wit; 
Frantick the Shout, the Jeſt, the Mirth- appears, 
Which ends in fruitleſs and eternal Tears; 
You who from Vice, as from Infection fly, 
And care not to be damn d for Company ; 
Numbers to Sin nor Strength nor Safety give; 
Tis better, tho' with few, to live, 


Iruꝗ kat die with many; in th' embattled Field 

I Who falls, is dead, as he, that's ſingly kill'd ; 

| | Praiſe Gop, whoſe gracious Pow'r has ſet you free 
From Guilt, the baſeſt heavieſt Slavery; 


- Praiſes to you peculiarly belong, | 
4 "= who your a * claims your triumphal 


Song. | „ 
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XLII. 
Aud Humble Mr N F HEART, Se. 


| You Hunthle Men, who know all Praiſe is due | 
To Gop ſupreme, and none to You, 
| Sole Author of your Good, and Witneſs too, 
Who fear Applauſe, and greater Pains beſtow _ 
In being pure, than ſeeming ſo; 
Pride threw aſpiring Angels from the Skies, 
Humility their vacant Thrones ſupplies, 
And you, neglected here, low-ſtooping thither riſe ; 
Th' Eternal bleſs, who dwells on high, | 
| Who ever to the lowly nigh, 
| Views from afar with Scorn the Sons of Pride, 
With humble contrite Hearts delighted to reſide. 


XIIV. | 
O ANANIAS, A amd MisSAEL, 
Bleſs, &c. 
Let Us, to ſev'nfold Fire condemn' d in vain, 
Bleſs him, whoſe Nod can fierceſt Flames reſtrain, 
God, the oppreſs'd all- gracious to defend, 
Gop, of the Friendleſs never - failing Friend: 
Whoe' er vain Idols to his Throne would raiſe, 
Againſt their Aim yield Matter for his Praiſe; 
If barb'rous Dæmons human Lives require, 
Let Sons of curſt Idolaters expire, 
When paſs'd to Murd'rer Moloch through the Fire: 
Flames have Idol Gods ſubdu' d, 
Melted their Ore, conſum'd their Wood, 
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But ſeem diſcerning to revere 
Thoſe, who the Gop of ae fear: 
Thee therefore, Lond, ſafe · ſnielded by thy Pow'r, 
Thee, Son of Gop, Jehovah we adore, 
In Form of Man deſcending to appear, 
To Thee be ceaſeleſs Hallelujahs givin, _ 
Praiſe, as in Heav'n, thy Throne, we offer here, 
For, where thy Preſence is diſplay d, is Heav'n. 


PE BE DL AM. 


— Major Pæreas Inſane minori. | 
By the Rev. Mr. FITZGERALD. 


HERE proud Auguſta, bleſt with long Repoſe, 

; | Her ancient Wall and ruin'd Bulwark ſhows ; 
Cloſe by a verdant Plain, with graceful Height 

A ately Fabric riſes to the Sight. 

Yet though its Parts all elegantly ſhine, 

And ſweet Proportion crowns the whole Deſign; "= 

Though Art, in ſtrong expreſſive Sculpture ſhown, 

Conſummate Art informs the breathing Stone; 

Far other Views than theſe Within appear, 

And Woe and Horror dwell for ever Here. 

For ever from the echoing Roofs rebounds 

A dreadful Din of heterogeneous Sounds ; 

From This, from That, from ev'ry Quarter riſe 

Loud Shouts, and ſullen Groans, and doleful Cries ; 

Heart ſoft' ning Plaints demand the pitying Tear, 

And Peals of hideous Laughter ſhock the Ear. 


Thus, when in ſome fair Human Form we find 
The Lufts all rampant, and the Reaſon blind, 
Griev'd we behold ſuch Beauty given in vain, 
And Nature's faireſt Work ſurvey with Pain. 


M 2 Within 


236 Mox AlL and Sa cxED Porbis. 


Within the Chambers which this Dome contains, 

To all her frantic Forms Diſtraction reigns. 
For when the Senſe from various Objects brings, . 
Through Organs craz d, the Images of T hings 3 
Ideas, all extravagant and vain, 
In endleſs Swarms croud in upon the Brain: 
The cheated Reaſon True and Falſe confounds, 

And forms her Notions from fantaſtic Grounds, 
Then, if the Blood impetuous ſwells the Veins, 
And Choler in the Conſtitution reigns, 

Outrageous Fury ſtraight inflames the Soul, 

Quick beats the Pulſe, and fierce the Eye-balls roll ; 
Rattling his Chains the Wretch all raving lies, 

And roars, and foams ; and Earth and Heav'n defies, 
Not ſo, when gloomy the black Bile prevails, 
And lumpiſh Phlegm the thick*ned Maſs congeals: : 
All lifeleſs then is the poor Patient found, 
And fits for ever moping on the Ground; 
His active Pow'rs their Uſes all forgo, 
Nor Senſes, Tongue, nor Limbs their F unctions know, 
In Melancholy loſt, the vital Flame | 
Informs, and juſt informs the litleſs F rame. 
Tf briſk the circulating Tides advance, 
And nimble Spirits through the Fibres dance, 
Then all the Images delightful riſe, 
The tickled Fancy ſparkles through the Eyes; 
The Mortal, all to Mirth and Joy reſign'd, 
In ev'ry Geſture ſhews his freakiſh Mind; 
Frolic and free, he laughs at Fortune's Pow'r, 

And plays ten thouſand Gambols in an Hour. 


- - 


| Now 


* 
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Now ent'ring in, my Muſe, thy Theme purſue, 
And all the Dome, and each Apartment view, 


Within This lonely Lodge, in ſolemn Port, 
A ſhiv'ring Monarch keeps his awful Court, 
And far and wide, as boundleſs Thought can ſtray, 
Extends a vaſt imaginary Sway. 5 
Urepian Princes bow before his Throne, 9 
Lands unexiſting his Dominion own, . a 
And Airy Realms, and Regions in the wen ; 
The Pride of Dignity, the Pomp of State, 
The darling Glories of the envy'd Great, 
Riſe to his View, and in his Fancy ſwell, 
And Guards and Courtiers crowd his empty Cell. 
See how he walks majeſtic through the Throng! 
(Behind he trails his tatter'd Robes along) 
And cheaply bleſt, and innocently vain, 
Enjoys the dear Deluſion of his Brain, 
In this ſmall Spot expatiates unconfin d, 
Supreme of Monarchs, Firſt of Human Kind.. 


Such joyful Extaſy as this poſſeſt 
On ſome triumphal Day great Cz/ar's. Breaſt ; 

Great Cz/ar, ſcarce beneath the Gods ador d, 
The World's proud Victor, Rome's Imperial Lord, 
With all his Glories in their utmoſt Height, 

And all his Pow'r: diſplay'd before his Sight; 
Unnumber' d Trophies grace the pompous Train, 
And captive Kings indignant drag their Chain. 


M 3. 
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With laurell'd Enſigus glitt'ring from afar, - 
His Legions, glorious Part'ners of the War, 1 
His conqu' ring Legions march behind the —_ 

Car: | 
Whilſt Shouts on Shouts from oather'd Nations riſe, 
And endleſs Acclamations rend the Skies. 

For This to vex Mankind with dire Alarms, | 
Urging with rapid Speed his reſtleſs Arms,, 3 
From Clime to Clime the mighty Madman flew, 

Nor taſted Quiet, nor Contentment knew, 
But ſpread wild Ravage all the World abroad, 
The Plague of Nations, and the Scourge of Gon. 


Poor Che —— whom yon little Cell contains, 
Of broken Vows and faithleſs Man complains: 
Her heaving Boſom ſpeaks her inward: Woe; _ 
Her Tears in melancholy Silence flow. | 
Yet ftill her fond Deſires tumultuous riſe, 
Melt her fad Soul, and languiſh in her Eyes, 
And from her wild Ideas as they rove, 

To all the tender Images of Love; 

And ſtill ſhe ſooths and feeds the flatt ring Pain, 
Falſe as he is, ſtill, ſtill ſhe Ioves her Swain, 
To hopeleſs Paſſion yields her Heart a Prey; 
And fighs and ſings the livelong Hours away. 


So mourns th' impriſon'd Lark his hapleſs Fate, 
In Love's ſoft Seaſon raviſh'd from his Mate, 
Fondly fatigues his unavailing Rage, 

And hops and flutters round and round his Cage, 

And moans and droops, with pining Grief oppreſt, 

Whil ſweet Complainings warble from his Breaſt. 
9 Lo! 
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107! Here a wretch to: Avarice e 


»Midſt gather d Scraps, and Shreds, and Rags confin'd ;. 


His Riches theſe for theſe he rakes and ſpares, 
Theſe rack his Boſom; theſe engroſs his Cares; 
O'er theſe he broods, for ever void of Reft, 
And hugs the ſneaking Paſſion of his Breaſt. 
See, from Himſelf the ſordid Niggard feats, 
Reſerves large Scantlings from his flender Meals; 
Scarce to his Bowels half their Due-affords, 
And ſtarves his Carcaſe to increaſe his Hoards, 
Till to huge Heaps the treaſur d Offals ſwell, 
And ſtink in ev'ry Corner of his Cell. 
And thus with wondrous Wiſdom he purveys 
Againſt contingent Want, and.rainy Days, 
And ſcorns the Fools that dread not ta be poor, 
But eat their Morſel, and enjoy their Store. 


Behold a Sage! immers'd- in Thought profound: 
For Science He, for various Skill renown'd; 
At no mean Ends his Speculations aim, 
(Vile Pelf he ſcorns, nor covets empty Fame) 
'The Public Good, the Welfare of. Mankind. 
Employ the generous Labour of. his Mind. 
For this his rich Imagination teems 
With rare Inventions and important Schemes ;. 
All Day his cloſe Attention he applies, 
Nor gives he midnight Slumbers to his Eyes; 
Content of this, his toilſome Studies crown, . _ 
And for the World's Repoſe neglects his own.. 
All Nature's ſecret Cauſes he explores, 
The Laws of Motion, and Mechanic PoW'rs: 
5 Henee 
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Hence ev'n the Elements his Art obey, : 
O'er Earth, o'er Fire, he ſpreads hir wond'roum 

Sway, 8 

And thro* the Liquid Sky, and o'er the watry: Way: J 
| Hence, ever pregnant with ſome vaſt Deſign, 

He drains the Moor-land, or he ſinks the Mine, 

Or levels lofty Mountains to the Plain, 

Or ſtops the roaring Torrents of the Main; 

Forc'd up by Fire he bids the Water riſe, 

And points his Courſe reverted to the Skies. 

His ready Fancy ſtill ſupplies the Means, 

Forces his Tools, and fixes his Machines, 

Erects his Sluices, and. his Mounds ſuſtains, 

And whirls perpetual Windmills in his Brains. 

All Problems has his lively Thought ſubdu'd, 

Meaſur'd the Stars,. and found the Longitude, 

And ſquar'd the Circle, and the Tides explain'd: : 

The grand Arcanum once he had attain'd, 

Had quite attain'd; but that a Pipkin broke, 

And all his golden Hopes expir'd in Smoke. 

And once, his Soul inflam'd with Patriot Zeal; 

A Scheme he finiſh'd for his Country's Weal: 

This in a private Conference made known, 

A Stateſman ſtole, and us'd it for his own, 

And then, O Baſeneſs! the Deceit ſo blind, 

Our poor Projector in this Jayl conſin'd. 


The Muſe forbears to viſit ev'ry Cell; 

Each Form, each Object of Diſtreſs to tell ;: 

To ſhew the Fopling curious in his Dreſs, 
Gaily trick d out in gaudy Raggedneſs: 
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The Poet, ever wrapt in glorious Dreams f 
Of Pagan Gods, and Heliconian Streams: ; 
The wild Enthuſiaſt, that deſpairing ſees 
Predeſtin'd Wrath, and Heav'n's ſevere Decrees; 
Thro' theſe, thro more ſad Scenes ſhe grieves to go, 
And paint the whole Variety of Woe. 


Mean time, on Theſe reflect with kind Concern, 
And hence this juſt, this uſeful Leſſon learn: | 

If ſlrong Defires thy reaſoning Pow'rs controul ;. - 
If arbitrary Paſſions ſway thy Soul; 

If Pride, if Envy, if the Luſt of Gain, 

If wild Ambition in thy Boſom reign, 


| 
|; 


Alas! thou vaunt'ſt thy ſober Senſe in vain, 2 g 
In theſe poor Bedlamites thy Self ſurvey, | 
Thy Self, leſs innocently mad than They. | 


—— -- — - 
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An 0 D E. 


O Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me: 
The one RO OI e 
Is a Mind independent and free. 


With Paſſion unruffled, untainted with Pride, 
By Reaſon my Life let me ſquare ; 

'The Wants of my Nature are cheaply rd. 
And the reſt is but Folly and Care. 


The Bleflings which Providence freely has Jake 
I'll juſtly and gratefully prize, 

* Whilſt ſweet Meditation and chearful "WY 

Shall make me both healthy and wile. 


In the Pleaſures the Great Man's Poſſeſſions Aly, 
Unenvy d, I'll challenge my Part; 

For ev'ry fair Object my Eyes can 18 
Contributes to gladden my Heart. 


How vainly through infinite Trouble dad Strife. . 
The Many their Labours employ ! 
Since all that is truly delightful in Life, 
| Is what All, if they will, may enjoy. 


5 ANOTHER 
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ANOTHER. 


H E Charms which blooming EET ſhows 
From Faces heav*nly fair, | 

We to the Lilly and the Roſe 

With Semblance apt compare: 


With Semblance apt, for ah, how ſoon 5 
| How foon they All decay! why: 

The Lilly droops, the Roſe is gone, 
And Beauty fades away. | 


But when bright Virtue ſhines confeſt, 
With ſweet Diſcretion join d; 

When Mildneſs calms the peaceful Breaſt, 
And Wiſdom guides the Mind : | 


When Charms like theſe, dear Maid, conſpire 
Thy Perſon to approve, | 

They kindle generous chaſte Deſire, 
And everlaſting Love. 


Beyond the Reach of Time or Fate 
Theſe Graces ſhall endure; 

Still, like the Paſſion they create, 
Eternal, conſtant, pure. 


. 
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HEE, Thee my filing Soul airs cog 

_ ALMIGHTY. FATHER, everlaſting Kinc, - 
Benign Cxzaror! wond'rous to ſurre, ö; 7 
Thy Works excite the grateful pious Lay. 
So full, o plain through all thy Syſtem thine | 
Thy glorious Pow'r, and Majeſty Divine. 2 


— 


From thy bright Throne beyond the Starry Height, 
Spread the vaſt Plains of Empyræan Light: 


And from their Orbits through „ 
Denſer beneath, and cloſe· compacted lie 1 
The Elemental Regions of the Sky; 
Here float the Clouds, and hence the Thunder, rol, 
And Tempeſts ſhake the World from Pole to Pole 3 
And here thy Miniſterial Spirits find | 
Thy dreadful Stores of Vengeance for Mankind ; 
And hence, well-pleas'd Thy Orders to +2238 | 
Lance the hot Bolt or drive the raging Storm. 
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"Till thou reftrain'd'| it, like an ample Robe, 

The Deep involv'd the habitable Globe; 
And now, though where permit thy dread Decrees, 
Or through the Oceans, or the midland Seas, 
Reſtleſs and proud the foaming Surges riſe, _ 
Range the wide wat'ry Waſte, and threat the Skies; 
Yet where thou bidſt the firm dry Land extend, 
Fix'd is their Barrier, and their Tumults end; 
Aw'd with thy Voice, aloof they vainly roar, - 1 | 
And humble unineroaching to the Shore. i 
Mean while the penetrating Liquid ſtrains | 
Through Paths unſeen, and ſubterraneous Veins, 
And thence forc'd up, and ſtruggling into Light, 
Guſhes ſpontaneous from the Mountains height; 
Down from each Hill the ſilver Currents flow, 
And wind and wander through the Vales below: 
„And, whilſt their Streams refreſhing Moiſture yield 
To the dry Cattle panting from. the Field, 
Trees by the Sides project their Branches fair, 
And lodge the little Songters of the Air. e 


With grateful Food thy. Cronmered to ſuſtain, 
Thou ſend'ſt the former and the latter Rain: _ 
The Earth receives it with a quick Embrace, 
And ſtrait ſprings up the vegetable Race z * 
Their ſev'ral Fruits the ſev ral Seaſons bear, 
And various Plenty crowns the loaded Year: 
Hence have the Beaſts, to anſwer Nature's Call, 
| Graſs in the Field, and Fodder in the Stall: 
And hence for Man, the fatt'ning Olive grows: 
To chear Man's Heart, hence the rich Vintage flows: 
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And henee, his Life and Vigour to maintain, 


Ober the long Furrows waves the rip'ning Grain, 


Lord, how does thy all-bounteous Goodneſs ſend 


Unnumber d Gifts, and Bleflings without End! 


To their full Growth advanc'd, by juſt Degrees, 


Firm and majeſtic ſtand the Foreſt-Trees; 


Up to the Clouds their ſturdy Arms they throw, 
And ſeek the Center in their Roots below. 

And here a hoſpitable Dwelling find 

All the wild Nations of the feather'd Kind: 

And here the Stork, in the tall Fir-Trees height, 
Leaves her young Brood and takes her airy Flight : 


And whilſt a long extended Gloom they ſhow, 


And hang tremendous o'er the Mountains Brow, 
Beneath (for nothing breathes too mean to ſhare 
Thy tender Love and Providential Care) TS 
The Goat among the Precipices ſtroles, 
And the ſmall Conies borough in their Holes. 


The Moon refulgent with a borrow'd Ray, 
Fills her pale Orb, and runs her deſtin d Way. 


The Sun revolving in his juſt Career, 


Points out the Seaſons, and divides the Year; 
Duly withdrawing his diurnal Light, 

He leaves o'erſhaded with the Veil of Night 
Half the Terreſtrial Globe; then rav*ning ſtray 
The ſavage Beaſts, outrageous for their Prey ; 


Growling they roam the ſpacious Deſarts o'er ; 


The Hills re-echo, and the Foreſts roar. 


When the Eaſt reddens with the op'ning Day, 
Back to their Dens abaſh'd they haſte away ; 


And 
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And Man comes forth, his ſtated Taſk begun, 
His Taſk, returning with the riſing Sun, 

Purſues his Work with anxious Toil and Strife, 

And earns the needful Suſtenance of Life ; 

Till Ev*ning aids him, wearied and oppreſt, 

With ſweet Refreſhment and alternate Reſt. 

O Loxp, how various is thy Praiſe diſplay d 

In all the Creatures which thy Hand hath made! 

Loſt at the View, in Wonder down we fall; 
LorD, with what Wiſdom haſt Thou made them all ! 
How on the Earth thy Riches doſt Thou ſhow'r, 
And bleſs it with an unexhauſted Store! 


And yet, behold another Scene diſcloſe! 

Nor leſs the wat'ry World thy | Goodneſs knows. 
What Shoals, what endleſs Shoals fill ey ry Space! 
Or the Teſtaceous, or the Scaly Race. ä 
What Forms uncouth, innumerable ſtray, 

Dive through the Deep, or on the Surface play! 
How vaſt the huge Leviathans that reign, 5 
Fierce in their Might, the Tyrants of the Main! 
Their mon ſtrous Backs like floating Iſlands riſe; 
Their Noſtrils ſpout a Tempeſt to the Skies. 

And here the Ships in all their Glory ride, 

And ſpurn the Billows with triumphant Pride. 


| Theſe all ſubſiſt by Thy Paternal Care, 
Only in Thee they live, and move, and are, 
To Thee they owe their Life's perpetual Stay, 
And aſk of Thee their Food from Day to Day ; 
Enjoy the copious Good Thy Hand beſtows, 
And ſolace on Thy Bounty as it flows. 
| N 2 But, 
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But, Thy enliv'ning Influence once withdrawn, 
No more does Joy, nor Light, nor Comfort dawn: 
Tormenting Pain ſucceeds, and ſad Decay, 
And greedy Death demands his deſtin'd Prey. 
The Soul Thou gav'ſ us then reſigns its Truſt, 
And the poor Carcaſe tumbles into Duſt, _ 


Yet undiminiſh'd ſtand the Species all, 
And flouriſh, whilſt the Individuals fall. 
A new Succefſion ev*ry Chaſm ſupplies, 
And ſtill one riſes as another dies. 
Hence is the Praiſe of Thy all-glorious Name 
From Age to Age, from Race to Race the fame ; 
Thy Pow'r, throughout the whole Creation known, 
As was, is now, and ever ſhall be ſhown, 
Till Thou who mad'ſt it, with devouring Flame 
Shalt quite conſume the univerſal Frame. 


O Praiſe the Loxy, my Soul, whilſt Sinners wait 
From His conſuming Hand a dreadful Fate, 
Praiſe thou the Load: Be He thy ſtedfaſt Friend, 
He the firſt Cauſe of all Things, and the End: 

So over Time and Fate ſhalt thou prevail, 
For Gov ſuſtains thee, and thou canſt not fail. 


ABRAHAM 
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F ROM the third Morning dawn'd the orient Light, 


When Abraham gain'd the deſtin'd Moc 8 
Height; 


And Jſaac, now their Journey's Peried found, 


Had thrown his cumbrous Burden to the Ground, 
His Load of Wood, with ſolemn Right aflign'd 


| To burn the Sacrifice by Gov enjoin'd. 


And now the ready Care and zealous Toil 

Of Sire and Son had rear'd the ſacred Pile, 

When thus (yet oft' with Sighs his Utt'rance broke, 
And oſt' with guſhing Tears) the Patriarch ſpoke. 


« Thou, in whom Heav'n's beſt Love to me was ſhown,. 
Kind, good, and duteous; O my darling Son! 


Firm to my Soul, whom all dear Ties engage, 


Crown of my Hopes, and Comfort of my Age; 
Now be the Ardour of thy Faith diſplay' d, 

And ſummon all my Virtue to thy Aid, 
To hear the Doom by God's own Voice decreed;. 


That Thou, O can I ſpeak it! Thou muſt bleed: 


N 4 | | Thy 
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Thy harmleſs Life, ſo runs the dread Command, 


Muſt here be offer d by thy Father's Hand. 
Fain, fain, Heav'n knows, by ſtrong Reluctance preſt, 
And partial Nature pleading in my Breaſt, 


Fain would I have miſtook the ſacred Call: 


"Twas Dream, twas Fancy, twas Illuſion all. 
Can Gov, I reaſon'd, his own Law controul, 
Impreſs d ſo deeply on the Human Soul; 


His Law, which as the Wrath Divine they dread, 


Prohibits Man Man's vital Blood to ſhed ? 


Did He eſtabliſh This a Rule to bind 


Through all ſucceſſive Ages all Mankind? 

And can He, faithful, gracious, juft, and mild, 
Can He command me to deſtroy my Child? 

Alas ! why not? who ſhall maintain the Strife 
With Him, fole Sov'reign, Arbiter of Life? 
On theſe plain Terms He gives us all toſee 
New-born th' Ethereal Light, and bids us Be; 
That whenſoever He, or ſoon, or late, 
Shall ſummon us to leave our Earthly State, 

The Body its congenial Duſt muſt claim, 

The Soul return to Gop from whom it came. 

And ſure for this, the Time, the Means, the Way, q 


- *Tis His to chooſe, His providential Sway 


Inflicts the ſudden Stroke, or ſlow Decay: 
To each Inferior Cauſe He gives its Weight, 
And arms with all its Darts the Hand of Fate. 


Then, great Creator, fince tis Thy Decree 
That Jſaac now muſt fall, and fall by me, 
Proſtrate and mute, I bow before Thy Throne, 
Thy Name be hallow'd, and Thy Will be done. _ 

3 1 5 


Oft' Thy dread Voice has fill'd me with Delight, 
Or in the Trance, or Viſion-of the Night: 
And ſtill as 1 obey d it haſt thou ſhed 

Riches, and Peace, and Honour round my Head 
And ſhall I now reſiſt the well-known Call? 

And grudge one Gift to Thee who gaviſt me all? 
Haſt Thou ſo bleſt my whole long Life time paſt, 
And ſhall T now forſake Thee at the Laſt? 
Yet, my good Go, all gracious as Thou art, 
Forgive the Vearnings of a Parent's Heart 
That my poor Service may be rightly paid, 
Support my Frailneſs with thy heav'nly Aid, 
And ſuffer not, by this hard Inſtance try d, 

My ſtedfaſt Faith in Thee to ſtart aſide. ** 
Thus far his Grief the rev*rend Sire expreſt, 

A ſpacious Flood of Tears forbad the Reſt. 


When Zaac thus; ** Ill muſt it ſurely ſuit, 
When Gov commands, for Mortals to diſpute; 
His Will once ſpoke the whole Creation awes, 
And what am I, to make a Moment's Pauſe ? 
But Here ſo plainly ſtands His Love expreſt, 
Here to obey, is only to be bleſt ; 
Tis only earlier to be call'd away _ 
To Gop's own Preſence, and the Realms of Day, 
Snatch'd from the Ill to come, nor doom'd to know 
The various Bitterneſs of Human Woe. 
Can I beneath good 4braham's forming Hand, 
In heav'nly Truth and fteady Virtue train'd, 
Taught, O my Goo, with one perpetual Aim, 
To love Thy Service, and to fear Thy Name; 
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Can I not hope, unbodied when I roam _ 

Where Sp'rits immortal find their deſtin'd Home, 

In That new World Thy Goodneſs ftill to ſhare, 
And praiſe and bleſs my kind Preſerver There? 

Can I Thy Mercy not ſecurely truſt _ 

To hide my Human Frailties in the Duſt, 

And there admit me, one ſhort Struggle o'er, 
Where Death, and Sin, and Sorrow are no more > 
But, O my Father! how ſhall He ſuſtain 

| This Load of Woe, this Heart-oppreſling Pain!” 
| Cancell'd at once to view high Heav'n's Decree 
Of Bleſſings to his future Race in me | 
His Hopes all blaſted, all his Comforts fled, 

_ Grief to the Grave muſt bow his hoary Head. 

Him, though the op'ning Scenes my Thoughts employ, 

Of Heav'n and Raptures of immortal o: 

Yet Him with deep Affliction I condole, 1 

And feel his Anguiſh in my n TOE: vos 


doo „„ ung BST 


With juſt Rebuke the Patriarch mild replies, 
In vain, my Son, thy anxious Terrors riſe. . 
Think'ſt thou that Change affefts th Eternal WII > 
Hath Go once ſaid, and ſhall not He fulfil? 
Revolving Time muſt bring the dreadful Daß, 
When. Heav'n and Earth diſſolv'd ſhall paſs away: 
At once the glorious univerſal Flame 

Shall ſhrink like Parchment crackling i in the Flame; 3 
Ruin o' er total Nature ſhall prevail: 

But not one Tittle of His Word can fail, 

Thee, the juſt Heir of all my Hopes to come, 
His Goodneſs gave me from the barren Womb: 


Thee, | 
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Thee, the ſame Goodneſs, facrific'd and Nlain, 
Can raiſe and quicken into Life again. e 
Or as the Seed, though from the e Hand | 
It dies and rots beneath the furrow'd Land, | 
Soon with new Strength reviv*d, effays to riſe, 

And ſeeks the genial Influence of the Skies; 
The rip'ning Ears a rich Abundance yield, 

And golden Harveſts crown the ſmiling Field. 

So from what Here the hallow'd Pile muſt burn, 
Ev'n from thy Aſhes ſleeping in their Urn, 

A new.corporeal Syſtem He may frame, 

And re-inſpire the animating Flame. 


Events to come, and Fate by Gop deſign'd, 
The Counſels of His own omniſcient Mind, 
Himſelf alone ſurveys; but Here we reſt, 

That what He wills muſt be, and muſt be beſt. 0 
"Tis His to Man His Pleaſure to diſplay: 

Ours to adore, to tremble, and obey. 

Yet, . had it rather pleas'd the Will Divine 

To ſpare my Jſaac's Life, and call for mine, 

In her own Tenor to let Nature run, | 
Nor bid the Sire ſurvive the ſlau ghter'd Son; 
How had I then (my Courſe all faithful found, 
My End by Gop's expreſs Acceptance crown od) 
How had I joy'd to hear His Orders ſpoke ? 
Bow'd my old Head ſubmiſſive to the Stroke: 
In Praiſe reſign'd my laſt expiring Breath, 
And met with Tranſport the Embrace of Death? 


He ſaid, and Both the ſacred Right prepare, 
And Both pour out their Souls in ardent Pray'r, 


And 
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And humbly hope Heav'n's mightieſt Aid to find, 

To wake each latent Virtue in their Mind. 

And now the Altar blaz'd, and now diſplay'd 

| Abraham advanc'd aloft his glitt'ring Blade, 
With ſtrenuous Zeal repreſt his inward Woe, 

And rais'd his trembling Hand to ſtrike the Blow: 

When lo! effulgent with amazing Light, 

A Form Celeſtial ſtood before his Sight; 

Leſs glorious ſhines, his rapid Race to run 

Forth iſſuing from his eaſtern Goal, the Sun; 

The Patriarch gaz'd, nor Speech nor Motion found, 

And dropt his lifted Weapon to the Ground. - 

A ſweet Regard the pitying Angel ſhow'd, 

And thus his ſolemn Words complacent flow'd : 

* Sheath, Abraham, ſheath the Sword ; in gracious part 

Accepts th' Almighty thy obedient Heart. 
For the full Forfeit takes thy Service done, 
And freely gives thee thy devoted Son. 
Now hear, thou faithful Man, whilſt I unfold 
Succeſſive Scenes, illuſtrious to behold, _ 

Of Fame to thee, and wond'rous Love deſign'd, 

In thy diſtinguiſh'd Race to Human- kind. | 

Try if thou canſt by Numb'ring to explore 

All the looſe Atoms on the Sandy Shorez 

Or upwards turn thy penetrating Eye, 

And count the radient Spangles of the Sky : 

Like Theſe ſhall Zaac's Progeny outro 

What Bounds or Thought can reach or Number ſhow. 

From His fam'd Seed, as Heav'n its Aid ſupplies, 

Shall States be form'd, and mighty Empires riſe, 


 MorAL and Savivs PorMs, * 5 


1 And Kings, ordain'd in future Realms to ſhine, 


Shall boaſt their * Stock deriv'd from Thine. 


But One fair Branch God's larger Love. muſt * 
His Choſen People, his peculiar Care: 
Himſelf confeſt, ſhall own their favour'd Cauſe, 
Conduct their Counſels, and preſcribe their Laws. 
Himſelf ſhall raiſe, inſpir'd with matchleſs Might, 
In Rule their Judges, and their Chiefs for Fight. 
How oft' for Them ſhall his fierce Wrath confound 
The faithleſs Nations gather'd all around! | 
How oft' ſhall raiſe his Wonder-working Sway, 
And turn old Nature from her deſtin'd Way, 
To cruſh whoe'er their conqu' ring Arms withſtand, 
And plant his People in the Promis'd Land! 


Whilſt the vain World to impious Rites reſign'd, 
To Luſts abandon'd, and to Reaſon blind, 
Stray in the Dark ; to Them, to Them alone 
Shall Heav'n's pure Will and genuine Truth be known: 
Religion ſhall be theirs, her ſacred Ray 
Shall Wiſdom pour to guide them in the Way. 
For This ſhall rev'rend Seers, divinely taught, 
Gov's great Deſigns impreſt upon their Thought, 
From Age to Age His gradual Word diſplay, 
And ſhed the chearful Dawning of the Day; 
Till in full Light Mess1an's Self ſhall riſe, 
Sprung from thy Seed, deſcending from the Skies ; 
Stupendous Union! Heav'n and Earth combin'd! 
Incarnate Gov, to reſcue loſt Mankind! 
With Him, erſt fled from Sins polluting Stain, 

Shall ancient Virtue viſit Earth again; | 

| Peace 
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Peace ſent from Heav'n ſhall bleſs the World below, 
And like the ſpreading Sea ſhall Knowledge flow. = 
Mercy Divine Mess1an ſhall bring down. 

To finful Man, and Mighty in Renown 

Shall break Hell's Pow'r and Death's tyrannick Chain, 

And end the long Reproach of Satan's Reign. 


He ſaid: And inſtant, pleas'd whilſt they purſue 
The great Ideas, vaniſh'd from their View; 
A Thoufand Thoughts their reaſ'ning Pow'rs controul, 
And deep Amazement fills the lab'ring Soul. 1 
Vet all they could to ſhew the ir juſt Regard, 
A Beaſt they bring, for Sacrifice prepar d, 
And, His free Grace with holy Vows implor' d, 
Burn the vicarious Victim to the Lon. | 
Then pond'ring all the Wonders of the Day, 
With Hearts exulting, homeward bend their Way. 
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AIN would I ſing the Pow'r ſupreme, 
And make th' Omnipotent my Theme; 
The Firſt! the Laſt! Be He my Choice, 
Be He my Song that gave my Voice! 


Riſe, O my Soul, with Vigour riſe, 

And wing thy nobleſt Faculties : 

Thy Gop with all thy Reaſon trace, 

And ftretch thy Thought o'er Time and Space. 


Begin the Song ; and firſt diſcloſe, 

How with Eternity He roſe! 

Whence, What, and How He is, define; | 

And ſpeak the Entity Divine. | 3 


To view Him at his Source, my Soul, 
Turn back, and thither turn thee whole: 
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The long, unmeaſur'd Courſe eſſay, 
And launch into the trackleſs Way. 


Thro' Ages and thro' Ages glide ; 
O'er Myriads and o'er Myriads ftride : 
Thro' Time's ideal Progreſs run, 
And graſp the Point where He begun. 


Back ſtill, ſtill back: but Oh! forbear ; 
Thou ſtrainſt in vain to reach Him there: 
That Point for ever flies the Thought, 
For ever equally remote. 


Then turn thee where his Arms embrace \ 


The vaſt Immenſity of Space; 


Thither expand thee all abroad, 
And mark the Image of thy Goo. 


Haſte, ardent and unwearied haſte, 

And Worlds and Worlds behind thee caſt: 
Wide through the Void Ethereal ſtray; 
Away, my Soul; and yet away. 


But ſee how Skies ſucceed to Skies! 
| See Proſpect after Proſpect riſe! 
Still, fill they riſe, and ſtill extend, 
Fatigue the Ken, and never end! 


Ah, fond eluded Soul! Who ſhows 

Whence underiv'd Duration flows? 

What Mind conceives, what Tongue repeats, 
Where infinite Expanſion ſets ? 


Yet urge thy Aim; and try to ſcan, 
How Man is Gop, and Gop is Man! 


With 
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With Reaſon's Eye prepare to ſee, 
How Three are One, and One is Three ! 


The mighty Myſteries invade, 

Call Art and Nature to thy Aid; 

Range all the Stores thou draw'ſt from Senſe, 
And form the grand Solution thence. 


But here again, bewilder'd, loſt 

Are all th' Ideas thou canſt boaſt : 

Th' unequal Taſk is too ſublime ; 

'Tis boundleſs Space! Tis birthleſs Time! 


How Gov exiſts, and what He is, 
His own Omniſcience only ſees! 
Deſiſt, my Soul, and dare no more; 
*Tis thine to wonder and adore.. 


A ttt bb ttt to hh eb hb 
On Riess 


. 
WE Ar Man, in his Wits, had not rather be poor, 
Than for Lucre his Freedom to give ? 
Ever buſy the Means of his Life to ſecure, 
And ſo ever neglecting to live. 


II. 
Inviron'd from Morning to Night in a Crowd, 
Not a Moment unbent, or alone: 
Conſtrain'd to be abject, tho“ never ſo proud, 
And at every one's Call, but his own. 5 
| O 2 | III. 
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Still repining, ad longing for Quiet each Hour, 
Vet ſtudiouſly flying it ſtill ; 
With the Means of enjoying his With in his Pow'r, 
But accurſt with his wanting the Will. | 


IV. 


For a Year muſt be paſt, or a Day muſt be come, 
Before he has Leiſure to reſt: 

He muſt add to his Store this or that pretty Sum; 
And then will have Time to be bleſt. 


v. 


But his Gains; more bewitching the more they WP 
Only ſwell the Deſire of his Eye; 

- Such a Wretch let mine Enemy live, if he pleaſe ; 

Let not even mine — * 
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HAT Path of Life by Man is trod, 
Without repenting of the Road? 
Buſineſs is Tumult, Noiſe and Jar, 
At Home is Wearineſs and Care: 
The Ocean Storm and Terror yields, 
And painful Toil and Sweat, the Fields: 


Abroad 
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Abroad you're deſtitute, if Poor; 

If Rich, endanger'd by your Store. 

By Griefs the Nuptial State 1s torn ; 

The Single, friendleſs and forlorn. 

With Children, Sorrows will increaſe; 

Childleſs, we moan our Barrenneſs. 

Folly our giddy Youth enſnares ; 

And Weakneſs finks our hoary Hairs. 

The Wiſe this only Choice would try, 

Or not to live, or ſoon to die. 


as eee FEY + 
F O R LIFE, 
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HAT Path of Life by Man is _ 
Without rejoicing at the Road? 

From Buſineſs, Wealth and Wiſdom flows, 
At Home is Quiet and Repoſe. 
The Ocean, gainful Traffick yields,. 
And Nature chears us in the Fields. 
Abroad you're leſs expos'd, if Poor; 
If Rich, reſpected for your Store. 
Mare Bliſs the Nuptial State receives, 
The Single, more in Freedom lives. 
The Parent's Heart with Tranſport ſwells ;: 
And leſs of Care the Childleſs feels. 
Our Youth, firm Health and Vigour ſhares, 
And Rev'rence crowns our hoary Hairs. 
The Wiſe this Choice would never try,. 


Or not to live, or ſoon to die. 
O 3 
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The PyramMiD. 


In LATIN and ExcL1sH. 


YRAMIDUM ſumptus ad cœlum & fidera ducti, 
Quid dignum tanta mole, quid intus habent? 
Ah! nihil intus habent, nifi nigrum, informe _— 
Durata in ſaxum eſt cui medicata caro. 
Ergone porrigitur Monumentum in jugera tota? 
Ergo tot annorum, tot manuumq; Labor ? 
Integra fit morum mihi vita: Hæc Pyramis eſto: 
Et poterunt tumulo ſex ſatis eſſe pedes. 


HE lofty Pyramid that threats the Skies! 
For what auguſt Poſſeſſor does it riſe ? - 

You've there a little formleſs Mummy ſhown ; 
A Human Carcaſe harden'd into Stone. 
Aſcends for this the huge ſtupendous Tomb? py 
For this includes whole Acres in its Womb ? 
For this were drain'd the Tributes of the Ml.? 
Was ſo much Treaſure ſpent, and Time, and Toil ? 


Be pure my Heart, and upright be my Deed, | 
Give me of Honeſt Fame a Pyramid; - : 
This grant me, Heav*n! and for my Monument 

My Length of bumble Earth; and I'm content. 


On 
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On the DE ATH of 
ALEXANDER the Great. 
3: then that Hero tnimber'd with this Dodd! 
1 That mighty Chief whom all the World obey'd! 


Great Ammon's Son! th* Invincible! O why, 
Why did he ever condeſcend to die? 


e 2 r r Kt ek ee Ge e's Hee tes OY 
E PIT AP H 
On a Max and his WI E. 


ERE ſleep, whom neither Life, nor Love, 
Nor Friendſhip*s ſtricteſt Tye, 1 
Could in ſuch cloſe Embrace as Thou, 
Thou faithful Grave, ally. 


Preſerve them, each diſſolv'd in each, 
For Bonds of Love Divine, 

For Union only more complete, 

Thou faithful Grave! than thine. 
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ALEXANDER and XtxrxEes, 


In Larry and Eos. 


'L ET Macedo, fbi totum ubi 2— arbem, 
1 In dignans armis nil ſupereſſe ſuis. 3 
Flet Xerxes, quod nemo ſuis de Andes wes 
Proxima cum veniet, nemo ſuperſtes erit. 
Nolo tuas, Macedo, lacrymas: ego laudo dolorem | 
Humanum, & tecum, Perſa, dolece volo. 
HE Macedinian Youth with Tears deplor'd 
The ſcanty Globe ſhould is conqu' ring 
PI Sword ; 0s 1 | 
Nerxes in Tears diſffolv'd, to think tos 
His num'rous Hoſt would All be dead and gone. 
Te Perſian's juſter Tears my Praiſe employ 3 
Admire who will the froward Grecian Boy. 


„ 
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= F I 1 
On an INFANT 


O the dark and filent Tomb, 
Soon J haſted from the Womb; 
Scarce the Dawn of Life began, 
Ere I meaſur d out my Span. 


I no ſmiling Pleaſures knew, 
| Fno gay Delights could view z 
Joyleſs Sojourner was I, 

Only born to weep and die. 


Happy Infant] early 341 it 

Rel, in peaceful Slumber reſt ; 
Farky reſeu'd from the Cares, 

Which encreaſe with growing Tears, 


No Delights are worth thy Stay, 

_ Smiling as they ſeem and gay 

All our Gayety is vain, 1 
All our Laughter is but Pain.” 


Are then all your Pleaſures vain? - 
Is there.none exempt from Pain * 
Is there no Delight or Joy, 
But your fondeſt Hopes will cloy? 


Short and fickly are they all: 
Hardly taſted, ere they pall : 


- 


| "Is  MoraAL wy SACRED Penang 
Laſting only, and divine, 1 „ 
Lan Innocence like Thine. | | 


Sickly Pleaſures all adieu! 
_ Pleafures which I never knew: 
I'll enjoy my early Reſt, 
Of my Innocence poſſeſt; 
Happy, happy ! from the Womb 
That I haſted to the Tomb. 


deere 
A I D N TU M. 


VB brevi hoc marmore reconditur, 
Quod reliquum eſt . 
(Heu quantuli quantillum!) 
99 
- Qui vitam proſpexit tantum | 7 
* Et egreſſus eſt: | 
In ipſo primo aditu, 
Nugarum & lachrymarum fatur, 
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MELISSA. 


F, Friend, 2 Wife you mean to wed, 


Worthy of your Board and Bed, 
That ſhe be virtuous be your Care, 
Not too rich, and not too fair: 
One who nor labours to diſplay | 
New Complexions ev'ry Day, 
Nor ſtudying artificial Grace 
Out of Boxes culls a Face; 


Nor live-long Hours for Dreſſing ſpares, 


Placing to diſplace her Hairs, 
And ſtrait replace, an idle Pin 

Ten Times ſhifting out and in. 
Nor daily varies, vainly nice, 


Thrice her Silks, and Colours thrice. 


| Fond o'er and o'er her Suits to range, 
Changing ſtill, and flill to change. 
Nor gads to pay, with buſy Air, 
Trifling Viſits here and there; 
Long rapping at each Door aloud, 
| Nuifance to a Neighbourhood. 
She likes not Wit in Lewdneſs ſhown, 
jeſt ill manner d for a Clown; 
Her ſpotleſs Mind, the luſtful Tale 
Nauſeates in the niceſt Veil. 
She ne'er is found in Crowds unclean 
Entred Myſteries obſcene, 
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Nor ſeeks in Maſk and antick Dreſs 
Unconfin'd Laſciviouſneſls. 
Nor pale, and angry, Gaming high 

Rattles the unlucky Die, 7 
"Till Sun · riſe reſtleſs Vigils keeps, 

Light conſuming in her Sleeps, 
Inverting Nature, turns with Play 
Day to Night, and Night to Day. 

This Round of Follies let her chuſe 
Flitting Life who likes to loſe, - 
And lets her quickly-ending Days 
| Paſs, and periſh as they pals. 

The Time that vulgar Maids deſpiſe, 

Careleſs, thoughtleſs how it flies, 

Melia Wife, eſteems and knows 
Well to uſe it ere it goes, 
If eer Meliſſa wed my Friend, 

With her entring ſhall attend 
| Virtues and Graces by her Side, 
| Bride-Maids fit for ſuch a Bride; : 
Neat Beauty without Art diſplay'd, 
Roſy Health with native Red; 


With her bright Innocence ſhall go, N , 


Purer than the falling Snow; 
Quiet that far from Quarrels flies ; 


| _ Mirth and Pleaſure, Love and Joys; 
Firm Faith that plighted Promiſe keeps, 


Silence watching o'er her Lips; 
Prudence that ponders all Events, 
' Wealth-increafing Diligence. 


wa, 
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Religion, mindful what is ow'd 
To herſelf and to her Gov. 
| Patient to bear, to pardon free, 
Lovelieſt Grace! Humanity; 
If erring Nature chance to fail, 
Feeble, inadvertent, frail. 
Who hates low-whiſper'd Spight conceal'd, 
Scandal yet to few reveald, 25 
Since Envy makes with rumour'd Lies, 
Friends and Brethren Enemies. 
| Good-Breeding ſhall her Handmaid be, 
Join'd with chaſt-look*d Modeſty ; 
While open Heart, and Hand and Face 
Hoſpitality diſplays. 
If e'er Meliſſa grace your Home, 
| Theſe Attendants with her come. 
What e' er can Good or Ill befall 
Faithful Partner ſhe of all. 
Whoſe Wiſdom teaching well to bear, 
Sooths the Bitterneſs of Care, 
Whoſe Joy if proſp'rous Fate you meet, 
Adds new Sweetneſs to the Sweet. 
Theſe Ties will nuptial Love engage, 
Down from Youth to hoary Age, 
If eber Meliſſa, lovely Spouſe, 
Life's Companion ! crown your Vows, 
Such, ſuch a Conſort chuſe to wed, 
Worthy of your Board and Bed. 
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ILENT Nomph with curious Eye! 5 
Who, the purple Ev' ning lye 

On the Mountain's lonely Van, 

Beyond the Noiſe of buſy Man, 

Painting fair the Form of Things, 

While the yellow Linnet ſings ; 
Or the tuneful Nightingale 

Charms the Foreſt with her Tale, 

Come, with all thy various Hues, | | 

Come, and aid thy Siſter Muſe ; „ 
Now while Phæbus riding high 5 
Gives Luſtre to the Land and Sky? - 7 

Grongar Hill invites my Song, 85 

Draw the Landſkip bright and ftrong ; 

Grongar, in whoſe moſſie Cells wee 

Sweetly muſing Quiet dwells ; | 

Grongar, in whoſe ſilent Shade, 
For the modeſt Muſes made, 

So oft I have, the Even ſhrill, 

At the Fountain of a Rill, 
SE | ate upon a flow'ry Bed, oY 
| With my Hand beneath my Head ; 
| l And ſtray d my Eyes o'er Towy's Flood, 

Over Mead, and over Wood, | 
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From Houſe to Houſe, from Hill to Hill, 


Till Contemplation had her Fill. 1 7 
9 80 ä About 


About his chequer'd Sides I wind, 


And leave his Brooks and Meads behind, 


And Groves, and Grottoes where I lay, 

And Viſtoes ſhooting Beams of Day: 
Wider and Wider ſpreads the Vale; 

As Circles on a ſmooth Canal; 


The Mountains round, (unhappy F ate, | 


Sooner or later, of all Height!) 


Withdraw their Summits from the Skies, 2 


And leſſen as the others riſe : - 

Still the Proſpect wider ſpreads, 

Adds a thouſand Woods and Meads, 
Still it widens, widens ſtill, 5 
And ſinks the newly - riſen Hill. 


Now, I gain the Mountain 's Brow, | 


What a Landſkip lies below! 
No Clouds, No Vapours 1 intervene, | 
But the gay, the open Scene 

Does the Face of Nature ſhow, 

In all the Hues of Heaven's Bow ! 
And ſwelling to embrace the Light, 
__ around beyond the — 


Old Caſtles on the Cliffs Sie, 
Proudly tow' ring in the Skies! 
Ruſhing from the Woods, the Spires 
Seem from hence aſcending Fires ! 
Half his Beams Apollo ſheds, 

On the yellow Mountain-Heads ! 
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Gilds the Fleeces of the Flocks ; 
And glitters on the broken Rocks! 


Below me Trees unnumber'd riſe, 
Beautiful in various Dies : 
The gloomy Pine, the Poplar blue, 
The yellow Beech, the ſable Yew, 
The ſlender Firr, that taper grows, 
The ſturdy Oak with broad · ſpread Boughs. 
And beyond, the purple Grove, 
Hlaunt of Phillis, Queen of Love; 
Gaudy as the op' ning Dawn, 
Lies a long and level Lawn, 
On which a Dark Hill, ſteep and high, 
Holds and charms the wand'ring Eye ! 
Deep are his Feet in Towy's Flood, 
His Sides are cloath'd with waving Wood, 
And antient Towers crown his Brow, 
| That caſt an awful Look below; - 7 
Whoſe ragged Walls the Ivy creeps, 
And with her Arms from falling r 5 
So both a Safety from the Wind 
On mutual Dependance _ 5 


'Tis now the Raven's bleak. og x 
"Tis now th' Apartment of the Toad ; 5 
And there the Fox ſecurely feeds; 
And there the pois'nous Adder breeds; 
Conceal'd in Ruins, Moſs and Weeds: 
While ever and anon, there falls 
Huge Heaps * wy” moulder 'd Walls. 


z 
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vet Time has ſeen, that lifts the low, _ 

And level lays the lofty Brow,” | | 
Has ſeen this broken Pile compleat, Y 
Big with the Vanity of State; c 
But tranſient is the Smile of Fate! 

A little Rule, a little Sway, 

A Sun-Beam in a Winter's Day 

Is all the Proud and Mighty have, 

Between the Cradle and the Grave. 


And ſee the Rivers how they run, | 
Thro' Woods and Meads, in Shade and Sun 
Somtimes ſwift, and ſomtimes ſlow, 

Wave ſucceeding, Wave they go 

A vanous Journey to the Deep, 

Like human Life to endleſs Sleep! 
Thus is Nature's Veſture wrought, 
To inftru& our wand” ring Thought; 
Thus ſhe dreſſes green and gay, 
To diſperſe our Cares away. 


Ever charming, ever new, 

When will the Landfkip tire the View. 
The Fountain's Fall, the River flow, 
The woody Vallies, warm and low); 
The windy Summit, wild and high, 
Roughly ruſhing on the Sky! 7 
The pleaſant Seat, the ruin'd Tow'r, 

The naked Rock, the ſhady Bow's:: „ 
The Town and Village, Dome and Farm, | 
Each give each a double Charm, c 

As Pearls upon an Æthiop's Arm. 
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Where the Proſpect opens wide, 
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As yon Summits ſoft and fair, 


Still we tread tir'd the ſame coarſe Way, 
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See on the Mountain's Sonchern Side, 


Where the Ev'ning gilds the Tide; 
How cloſe and ſmall the Hedges lie! 
What Streaks of Meadows croſs the Eye! 
A Step methinks may paſs the Stream, 

So little diſtant Dangers ſeem ; : 
So we miſtake the Future's Face, 

Ey'd thro' Hope's deluding Glaſs. 


Clad in Colours of the Air, 
Which, to thoſe who journey near, 
Barren and brown, and rough appear; 


The Preſent's ftill a cloudy Day. 


O may I with my ſelf agree, 
And never covet what I ſee: 
Content me with an humble Shade, 
My Paſſions tam'd, my Wiſhes WE 5 
For while our Wiſhes wildly roll, 
We baniſh Quiet from the Soul; | 
Tis thus the Buſy beat the Air; 
And Miſers gather Wealth and Care. 


Now, ev'n now, my Joy runs high, 


As on the Mountain-Turf I lie; 
While the wanton Zephir ſings, 


And in the Vale perfumes his Wings; 
While the Waters murmur deep, 
While the Shepherd charms his Sheep. 


White 
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While the Birds unbounded fly, FFF 
And with Muſick fill the Sky, c 

Now, ev'n now, my Joy runs high. 


Be full, ye Courts, be great who 8 
Open wide the lofty Door, ? 
Seek her on the marble Floor, 
In vain ye ſearch, ſhe is not there, 
In vain ye ſearch the Domes of Care; 
Graſs and Flowers Quiet treads, 
On the Meads and Mountain-Heads, 
Along with Pleafure, cloſe ally'd, 
Ever by each other's Side: | 
And often by the murm'ring Rill, | | 
Hears the Thruſh, while all is ſtill, | 
Within the Groves of Grongar Hill. 


{EE SETAE HE EEE $4 2 K E S EK 
The HRA C IAN. 


H E Thraciaz Infant, ent' ring into Life, 
Both Parents mourn for, both receive with Grief, 

The Thracan Infant, ſnatch'd by Death away, 
Both Parents to the Grave with Joy convey. | 
This, Greece and Rome, you with Deriſion view, 
This is meer Thracian Ignorance to you : 
But if you weigh the Cuſtom you deſpiſe, . 
This Thracian Ignorance may teach the Wiſe. 


EPE. 
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From the GREEK. 


N. Stygian Banks, Th the Wiſe 
Burſts into Laughter when he Cr/us ſpies: 
And thus beſpeaks, in Thread-bare Cloak and old, 
The Monarch famous for his gather'd Gold : 
I, nothing leaving, all to Baron bear; 
Thou, Caſis, rich on Earth haſt nothing here. 
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On the foregoing EP IGRAM. 
H E Lydian Prince is blam'd for Wealth alone, 
Tho' greater in his Virtues than his Throne. 
The Girl Churl is prais'd, of Fame ſecure, 
Thoꝰ void of ev'ry Grace, but being poor. 
Nor wonder whence this partial Judgment ſprings, 
Such Crowds are envious, and ſo few are Kings. 
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SO HERS A HAGS aud : 

„ 4 
MONUMENT. 
Poft fanere wirtus 


 MonsTes, in a Courſe of Vice grown old, 
Leaves to his gaping Heir his ill-gain'd Gold: 


Streight breaths his Buſt, ſtreight are his Virtues ſhown, 
Their Date commencing with the ſculptur'd Stone. 

If on his ſpecious Marble we rel, | 

Pity a Worth like His ſhou'd ever die! 

If Credit to his real Life we give, 

Pity a Wretch like Him ſhould ever live! 


THE 


1 1 VA 4 E; 


Occafion'd by the bringing to Court a 
Wirp YouTH, taken in the Woods 


in Germany, in the Year 172 5. 


E Courtiers, who the Bleſſings know 
From ſweet Society that flow, 
Adorn'd with each politer Grace 
Above the reſt of human Race; | 
Receive 
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Receive this Youth unform'd, untaught, 
From ſolitary Deſarts brought, 


To brutiſh Converſe long confin'd, 
Wild, and a Stranger to his Kind: 


Receive him, and with tender Care, 


For Reaſon's Uſe his Mind prepare; 
Shew him in Words his Thoughts to dreſs, 


To think, and what he thinks expreſs; 


His Manners form, his Conduct plan, 
And civilize him into Man. 
But with falſe alluring Smile 
If you teach him to beguile ; 
If with Language ſoft and fair 
You inſtruct him to enſnare ; 
If to foul and brutal Vice, 
Envy, Pride, or Avarice, 
Tend the Precepts you impart ; | 
If you taint his ſpotleſs Heart: 
Speechleſs ſend him back agen 
To the Woods of Hamelen ; 
Still in Deſarts let him ſtray, 
As his Choice directs his Way 3 BY 
Let him ſtill a Rover be, 
Still be innocent and free. 


He whoſe luſtful, lawleſs Mind 
. Ts to Reaſon's Guidance blind, 
Ever laviſh to obey 

Each imperious Paſſion's Sway, 

Smooth and Courtly tho? he be, 

** the SAVAGE, _ He. 
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EFT. 


ESSAY on TIME. 


Hover Time in Haſte for ever glide along, 
Nor heed my Subject, nor attend my Song, 
Inceſſant ſtill beneath my Searches float, 
Waſte in my Hands, and fade upon my Thought; 
Yet would I, Muſe, the wond'rous Theme eſſay, 
And to the fleeting Phantom lend my Lay: | 
Through all the Revolutions, Pains, and Strife 
That or befall or buſy Human Life ; | 
Whether we chace our Joys, or tempt our Woes, 
Purſue our Toil, or deviate to Repoſe, 
To Manhood riſe, or Verge beyond our Prime, 
One Tide tranſports us, and that Tide is TIME. 
Of this conſiſt our Dates, in this commence, 
"Tis what 2dmits us here, what bears us hence, 
Involves us in an unrelaxing Courſes  _ 
And what's exempt from Time's Imperial Force? 
Wide as th? Extent of Nature's fair Array, 
Th' unweary'd Trav'ler ſpreads his airy Way; 
By nought controul'd, one rigid Motion keeps, | 
And Matter moulders where his Pinion ſweeps. 
For Him fierce Lightnings cleave the ſultry Air, 
For Him the total Band of Meteors war ; 
For Him ſucceflive Seaſons, as they tray, 
Or ſcatter genial Life, or reap Decay. 


And| 
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And as in Foreſts we promiſcuous ſee 
The ſhooting Scyon and the ſhiver'd Tree, 


Or midft a ſilent Show'r as riſe and break 
The Bubbles various on the Level Lake, 


So Births and Deaths, an intermingled Train, 
For ever ſwell the Records of his Reign. 


Amongſt the Stars, or underneath the Sun, 
Whate'er is ſuffer d, and whate er is done, 
Events or Actions, all the vaſt Amount 


But ſtretch his Scroll, and add to his Account. 


Yet while his ſtern Viciflitudes advance 


O'er ev'ry Orb, through all the vaſt Expanſe ; 


"While Scenes ſucceed to Scenes, and Forms to Forms ; 
And other Thunders roll, and others Storms, 

Sedate he triumphs o'er the gen'ral Frame, 

And, changing all Things, is Himſelf the ſame. 


| | Fain would the Learn'd th' Ideal Pow'r define, | 
And on the mighty Meaſu'rer caſt their Line. 


With emu'lous Ardor on the Taſk they wait, 
Contrive their Circles, and their Ara's flate ; 


From theſe compute, by thoſe the Tale deviſe, 
And vaunt to match our Annals with the Skies : 


Yet ever devious miſs the promis'd End, 
Tho' Meto plan, and tho' Calippus mend; 


Tho Antient Periods be reform'd by New, 


And Greg ry poliſh what Hipparchus drew. 
| Schemes rais'd on Schemes ſee endleſs Error ſtart, 


And regular Nature mocks the Boaſt of Art. 


In what Regard the Works of Mortals ſtand 


To this great Fabrick of th' Almighty's Hand, 
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Is his to view ; and ſure to him alone 

His World and all its Relatives are known; * 

And Acts and Things diſtant before him lie, 

And T1ms itſelf retires not from his Eye. 

But whence, O Muſe, Celeſtial Voice! rehearſe, 

That ſpeak ' ſt the Theme, and aid'ſt the Sacred Verſe, 

Whence this progreſſive Now, untaught to ſtay, 

This glimm' ring Shadow of Eternal Day ? _ 

When firſt th* Almighty from the Womb of Night 

Bade Infant Nature hear, and ſpring to Light, 

Her Place he ſever'd from the boundleſs Waſte, 

And, from Eternity, her TIME to laſt; | 

'Twas then it ifſu'd on the new-form'd Stage, 

With her Coeval, and it ſelf her Age, 

Ordain'd o'er Ether, Air and Earth to range, 

The Scope of every Life, and every Change. 

Its Progreſs note ; th' illuſtrious Globes above, 

Shine in its Shade, and in its Motion move, 

With ſtated Pace around their Orbits play, 

And waft th' impatient Moments on their Way, 

| While, to anew Eternity unconſign'd, E 
They haſte from that before to that behind. | 
So where ſome Streight its every Channel draws, | 
From Main to Main th' impetuous Waters pals 

vet ruſh but to return from whence they came, | 

The mighty Oceans diff rent, and the ſame. | 

See Tims, lanch'd forth in ſolemn Pomp proceed, 

And Man on Man advance, and Deed on Deed! 

No Pauſe, no Reſt in all the World appears, | 

Ev'n live-long Patriarchs waſte their thouſand Years. 
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If Babel's Tow'r no more with Heav'n contends, "* 

In Spiry Heights a Nizeveh aſcends. Meh es 
See in their Sires each future Nation % oben; ara 
uud or deſert or meet the Morning Ray! 
"> Or viſit Zybia's Sands or Scythia's Snows, 


" 


1 And Brethren ſeatter that muſt ſoon be Foes. 
Ses other Kings hold other Crowds in Chains! * | 
8 eee Fit of Morris. 5 

e Suns behold a Cyrus Lord of all. 
VE ate rien" yung Aha dn OX the Toll, 
Now haughty Rome in Martial Rigor frowns, 
| Auden gn pw as a ein Gon 4 
Bids mighty Cities in a Blaze expire, 
Nor dreams of Vandal Rage and Gothic Fire. | 
. Thrall; 
And, like the Gods that ſway them, Empires fall. 
Some Periods, void of Science and of Fame, 
— Scarce e'er exiſt, or leave behind a Name; 
Meer ſluggiſh Rounds to let Succefſſion climb, 
© Obſcure, and idle Expletives of Tis. 
Others behold each nobler Genius thrive, 
— ooy ferries, 
""y Learning prac'd, extend a diſtant Light; 
—— hog her hy al ge | 
KRiſe, riſe, ye dear Contemporaries, riſe! 
On whom devolves theſe Seaſons, and theſe Skies! 
fert the Portion deftin'd to your Share, 
eee Times your Care: 
_ pris, e 
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When lofty Yarius ſhone the Roman Boaſt, 
Or Bacon furni 'd what muſt ne'er be loſt. 


Be by each future Age your Worth confeſt, 
O bleſs the Preſent, and by thoſe be bleft. 


Still be your darting Study, Nature s Laws; 
And to its Fountain trace up every Cauſe. 
Explore, for ſuch it is, this high Abode, 
And tread the Paths which Boyle and Newton trod. 


Lo, Earth ſmiles wide, and radiant Heav'n looks down, 


All fair, all gay, and urgent to be known! 

Attend, and here are ſown Delights immenſe | 

For every Intellect, and every Senſe. 

With Adoration think, with Rapture gaze, 

And hear all Nature chant her Maker's Praiſe. 

With Reaſon ftor'd, by Love of Knowledge fir d, 

By Dread awaken'd, and by Hope inſpir d, 

Can We, the Product of another's Hand, 

Nor whence, nor how, nor why we are demand? 

And, not at all, or not aright employ'd, _ 
Behold a Length of Years, and all a Void? | 


Happy, thrice happy he!. whoſe conſcious Heart 
Enquires his Purpoſe, and diſcerns his Part; 

Who runs with Heed th' involuntary Race, 

Nor lets his Hours reproach him as they paſs; 
Weighs how they ſteal away, how ſure, how ga, | 
And as he weighs them apprehends the laſt, 
Or vacant, or engag'd, our Minutes fly ; 

| We may be negligent, but we muſt die. 


And Thou ſupreme of Beings and of Things!- | 
Who breath” & all Life, and giv'ſt Duration Wings z | 8 
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Intenſe O let me for thy Glory burn, | 
Nor fruitleſs view my Days and Nights return : 


Give me with Wonder at thy Works to glow ; 


To graſp thy Viſion, and thy Truths to know: 
To reach at Length thy everlaſting Shore, 
And live and ſing till Time ſhall be no more. 
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Alriani mids ad Animam 2 
3 N oy 
The Heathen to his Departing Soul, 
nts act bed 


H fleeting Spirit! wand'ring Fire, 
That long haſt warm'd my tender Breaſt, 


Muſt thou no more this Frame inſpire? 
No more a pleafing, chearful Gueſt ? 


o 7 j 


4 ) 
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i 
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” Whither, ah whither art thou flying! | 


To what dark, undiſcover d Shore? 
Thou ſeem'ſt all trembling, fainting, dying, 
And Wit and Humour are no mare. | 
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Chriftiani morientis ad Animam : 


"PK 


The Grin to his Departing Soul. 


1. 


ITAL . of Hes aly Flame! | 
V Doſt thou quit this mortal Frame # 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
Oh the Pain, the Bliſs of dying! 
Ceaſe, fond Nature, cls ay wks 
Let me languiſh into Life. 
UI. 
My ſwimming Eyes are ſick of Light, 
The leſſening World forſakes my Sight, 
A Damp creeps cold o'er every Part, 
Nor moves my Pulſe, nor heaves my Heart, 


The hov'ring Soul is on the Wing; 
WR mighty Death! . thy ng 


_ BY 


I hear around foft Muſick play, 

And Angels becken me away! 

Calm, as forgiven Hermits reſt, 

F'll fleep, as Infants at the Breaſt, 

Till the laſt Trumpet rend the Ground: 


Then wake with Tranſport at the Sound! 
3 
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To 
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On er Piru RE. 


EE, gala vonder Picture ſee, 

The lovely Portraiture of Thee! 
There may ſt Thou view thy various Charms, 101 
Thy Iv'ry Neck, thy Snowy Arms, — 

Thy Hair, that with the Jet may vie, tas 2 
The Fires, that ſparkle in thy Eye, 
The curious Arch, that forms thy Brow, 

Thy Lips, the Beds where Roſes blow, 

Thy rifing Boſom, - graceful Side. 

Thy Veſture's eafy-flowing Ro nin lit 7, 
With all th' harmonious Shape and Air, 
That to the World proclaim Thee fair. 

Theſe Coxcombs ſee, and are on Fire, a : 
The Wiſe approve, the Fools admire;  _. 
Theſe the moſt ſtubborn Soul may move, . 

But not ſecure a laſting Lore. 


Unleſs from all ER” Paſſions "4 
From Pride, Self-love and Vanity, 
Thou' lt let the friendly Truth prevail 


Pefore the ſofteſt flatt ring Tale ; 
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Unleſs thy Tears in Pity flow, 

Thy Boſom heave at other's Woe; 

Unleſs good Senſe and Nature join 

To ſhew thy other Half Divine; PEO 
The Air, the Shape, the Eye, the Brow, | 
Thoſe Charms ſo prais'd, and envy'd ſo, | f 
Are all but Paint, a Picruxz Thou. 


n E R ＋ 15 ** 
MEDITATION. 


— — - 


1. 


1 N loneſome Cave, 
Of Noiſe and Interruption void, 
= thoughtful Solitude 
A Hermit thus enjoy d. 


M1 - #1 + IF; 


His choiceſt Book, 
The Remnant of a Human Head, 
The Volume was, whence He 


* This ſolemn Lecture read. 


III. 
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Wert Thou the Rich, N 


2 1 
= 


. 5 
e 5 
partner of my e now. | i 
My neareſt Intimate, | : 


On Thee to muſe 


The buſy living World I left; 


Of Converſe all but Thine, 
And filent That, bereft. 
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Wert Thou the Great, to whom 
Obſequious Thouſands bow'd? 


1 
. 
4 ? 
SS 


| Was Learning' s Store 
E'er treaſur d up within this Shel * 


Did Wiſdom &er within | 


This empty Hollow dwell 2 
VII. 


ä Did WIPE] Charms | 7 
E'er redden on this gbaſtly Face? 
Did Beauty's Bloom, theſe Checks, 


This Forehead ever grace ? 
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A vi. 


If on this Brow | 

E'er fate the ſcornful haughty Fool 
Deceitful Pride! where now 
Is that Diſdain ? — tis gone. 


oo 


11 . Mirth | ; 
A Gayneſs o'er this BakineG caſt, 
Deluſive fleeting Joy! 

Where is it now? ——* tis *. 


X. 


To deck this Scalp hel] 

If tedious long - ivd Hours it colt; 
Vain fruitleſs Toil ! where's now 
That Labour ſeen ? — tis loſt. 


XI, 


But painful Sweat, a 

The dear- earn d Price of daily Bread, 
Was all, perhaps, that 'Thee 
With hungry Sorrows fed.” 

Perhaps, but Tears, 

Sureſt Relief of Heart-ſick | 
Thine only Drink, from down 
| Theſe Sockets us'd to flow. | 


XIII. 
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XI II. 
Oppreſs d, perhaps, 
With Aches and with To Cares, | 


Down to the Grave thou brought 'ſt 
A few and hoary Hairs. | 


XIV. 
'Tis all 8 Ke 
No Marks, no Token can I trace 5 


What, on the Stage of Life, 
Thy Rank or Station was. 
1 
5 Nameleſs, unknown! | 
oy eee nan, * SE 


In Nakedneſs conceal'd, | 
Oh, who ſhall Thee declare? | 


3 9 XVI. 
| Nameleſs, unknown! | 
þ 115 „ 8 
| Who hear no Human Voice, EY 11d 
No living Viſage ſee. 4 
XVII. 
From me, from R 
The Glories of the World are gone: 


Nor- yet have either loſt 
Ought we could call our on. 1 
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XVII. 
Wasen . r 
The Great, the Wiſe, the Fair, the Brave, at 
Shall all hereafter b, 15 
All HeaMITs 1 in the Grave, OF 
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Wrote at OcrtcuLum 7 in Tray. 1 


Dur u Dan ey. ES 

Pathleſs of human Foot, with Brakes perplext; ; 

Among recumbent, moulder'd, hoar Remains 

Of once a City populous and proud! __. 

Long I reclin'd; and with laborious Hand 

Figur'd in Picture, of the ſolemn Scene 

The gloomy Image; ſtudious to excel, 

Of Fame ambitious. When, at purple Eve 

Her Shade extending o'er the nodding Tow'rs, 

As long Fatigue opprefs d the drouſed Senſe, 1 

Up- roſe before the Eye, or awful ſtood _ f 

To inward Viſion in the mental Sight, | 

The Semblance of a Seer ; his open Brow , 

Calm Wiſdom ſmooth' d; a Veil of ſnowy White 

Fung on his Silver Hairs ; his Form erect 

A Robe impurpled wrapt, in comely Folds 

Amply declining ; ; to me full he turn d a 

With out-rais'd Arm his Aſpect; 1 5 5 2 

Spoke in the graceful Act, and uſher d theſe 

In Numbers fokemn —— Painful is thy Toll, 
TE mn ns 


1 If 4 
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—— ͤ GAs AR I's CY DOS A PETE GPS ‚—‚— > 095) > OE — — 


192 MoRaL and SͤacRED PoEMsS. 
Obſcure and tedious ; know'ft thou aught of Life, 
Its Days and Seaſons ? canſt thou thus extend 

Thy Term of Youth ? or ſhall thy Sum of Years 

Be with thy Labours told? vain Man, ev'n now 
The Step of Time is at thy Heels, and Thee, 

With theſe thy mimick Works, a little hence, 

Will humble to the Duſt ; for round, behold, 

To Age corroſive all ſubmit their Forms; 

The Parian Statue, and the brazen Buſt, 

'The Dome ſuperb, and. Column, of huge Size 
Prone on the Ground, beneath the wand'ring Weed. 
And ſhall the tender Light and Shade ſurvive 

In the depictur d Tablet? of yon Tomb 
Deep ſunk in Earth, with mould” ring Sculpture grac'd, 
Obſerve the proud Inſcription, how it bears _ 
But half a Tale; or turn thy curious Eye OS 
To yonder Obeliſk in antient Days 3 
By Earthquake fall'n, an Acre in Extent, 

Thebaic Stone, from Waſte ev 'n yet ſecure, 

While Hieroglyphic learn'd inwrought ; but all 
With vain Intent, where Nations paſs away, 17 
Where Language dies. And now the \ eil of Night 
Sables the Vault of Heav'n ; the Buſy now- 1. 
Retire to Reſt with theſe the bitter Fruits 

Of their miſtaken Labours, Care, and Pain, 

And Wearineſs, and Sickneſs, and Decay; 
Such as To-morrow ſhall. their Portion be, | 
To- morrow, and To-morrow : Wretched Man! 
Were it not better in the Arms of Eaſe | 
To lie ſupine? Or give the Sdul a Looſe, 

And frolick join in Song and riant Dance, 

| 15 Sons of * 0 yet beware 


Mon ar and SACRED POEMS, 


The Sound avoid, as did, in Fable old, 
Laertes Son on Sy/la's baleful Coaſt | 
The Syrer's Incantations: there remains 
Another Path, nor all Things Folly deem; 
But with flow humble Step fair Truth explore, 
Learn what her Laws ordain ; And firſt thy ſelf 
Aſſay to know; how little truly thine 

Is thy Corporeal! how thou ſhalt ſurvive 


193 


(When that. frail Part diſſolves to formleſs Earth) 


Ages of endleſs Time! ſtill higher riſe 

To the Supreme of Things, howe'er no Eye 
Th' immediate Beam endures ; yet as the Sun 
In Ocean's Wave, ſo by Reflection mild 
Him in his Works behold ; how beauteous All! 
How perfe each in its peculiar State! 
How therefore wiſe, how juſt, how gracious He! 
As far as Nature weak may imitate, 

So be thou juſt and wiſe, and fill thy Liſe 
With Deeds of Goodneſs ; not in trivial Acts 
Attemper'd to ſhort Pomp, the Praiſe of Men 
Vain-ſeeking ; but, contented, humble, meek, 
Humane, and chearful, thou, with pious Care, 
(In due Regard to thy contingent State) 


Weigh what may beſt be done,” and what forbore. 
Thus ſhall thy Name poſleſs the boundleſs Skies, 


Of all good Beings ever known and lov'd ; 

Thus ſhalt thou taſte the Bliſs they ſeek on Earth, 
Vainly they ſeek on Earth, unſpotted Fame, 
Untroubled Joy, and frequent Extaſy, 

Thro' bleſt Eternity, in Viſions fair, 

Beyond whate'er Mortality conceives. 
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| eee. 


m Open GRAVE. 


ABORIO US Paſſenger, look down, 
Behold thy Journey's End; 
See! whither all thy weary Steps, 
*Tis hither, ſee! they tend. 


| Obſerve the Diſtance, mark, how ſmall, 
But fix Foot deep or leſs, | 
A Meaſure ſcarce beyond thy own, 
That leads from Pain to Eaſe! - - 


Nor here alone, but mh" er 
Thy toilſome Foot-ſteps found; _ 
Thy ab OE ns Spot, 
Where Reſt is to be found. 


Then patient, the Fatigues of Life, 
With this Reflection, bear; tit 
That Journey can't be over long, 
Whoſe End is ev'ry where. 


\ 5 
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CCC 
* e | 
| THE 


RETIREMENT. 


| I. 
„Is weak and worldly to conclude 

Retirement all a Solitude; 
The Wiſe and Good will always own, 
| That Man is never leſs alone, 
Than when alone; tis ſo-with Me, 
When in my own large Company. 

4 We #7 

Withdrawn and penfive while I move; 
Beneath the Shade of yonder Grove ; 
Monarchs, that triple Circles wear, 
Feel not the Weight of half my Care: 
In Sighs and Pray'rs my Soul I bend, 
But riſe to Tranſports in the End. 


III. 


When from the World retir'd apart, 
To dreſs the Temple of my Heart; 
| To make it beautiful and fair, 

Fit for the Gop reſiding there; 
'Tis then, and only then I live, 
Enjoying all this Globe can give. 


R 2 
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IV... 
Think*ſ thou to treat Almighty Pow'r 
Is but the Bus'neſs of an Hour? 
O who, that gets ſo dear a Gueſt, 
But once enſhrin'd within his Breaſt, 
Would, for this World's Impertinence, 
Neglect him there, or drive him thence ? 


S | V. 

My Eden then be my Abode, 

And the great Viſitant, my Gov! 

He only my Companion be, 

From whom I hope Eternity F 

They who below their Heav'n fore-date, 
Ne'er dread th* up-lifted Hand of Fate, - - 
Taſting the Glories that ſhall crown 
An endleſs Life when this is done. 


We rug SEES HH HHS 


A Tuovonr upon 
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IS vain, my Soul, "tis impious alk 
The Human Lot to mou; 
That Life ſo ſoon muſt fleet away, 
And Duſt to Duſt return. 


Alas, 
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Alas, from Death the Terrors fly, 


| When once tis underſtood ; 

Tis Nature's Call, tis Gon's Decree, 
And is and muſt be good. 

Wearied his Limbs with honeſt Toil,, _ 
And void of Cares his Breaſt, -; 


& 


See how the labouring Hind ſinks down, 
Each Night, to wholeſome Reſt! 


No nauſeous Fumes perplex his Sleep, 
No guilty Starts ſurprize ;. 556d 
The Viſions that his Fancy forms, 


So thou, nor led by Luſts aſtray, 
Nor gall'd with anxious Strife, 
With virtuous Induſtry fulfil 
The plain Intent of Life. 


Paſs calmly thy adit Dey, 
And uſefully employ: 

And then thou'rt ſure, whate er ſucceeds,. | 
Is Reſt, and Peace, and Joy, 


** 
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| ON THE 
CREATION. 
1 | 


E to Jehovah's Altar bring 
The Incenſe of theſe pious Lays; 
May He inſpire us, while we ſing | 
His Greatneſs, and his Goodneſs praiſe. 
n. 
But how ſhall we exalt his Name, 
Whoſe wiſe, all- comprehending Thought 
Projected this ſtupendous Frame, = 
And faſhion d all Things out of Nought? 
Who, midſt the Realm of ancient Night, 
One undiſtinguiſh*d, void Abyſs? 
By his bare Fiat form'd the Light, 
And bade this beauteous Fabrick riſe. 
Celeſtial Hoſts of Cherubs, ſay, 
Attendants on his awful Nod! 
Ho iffu'd forth the dawning Ray, 
_ Refulgent Shadow of the Gop ? 


— ; MD 
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of 


Rais'd with ſtupendous Arch, the Skies 
Widely their azure Mantle ſpread; 
On ſable Wings the Tempeſt flies, 

New riſen from the Liquid Bed. 

VI. 

The marſhall'd Waves, with headlong Courſe, 
Retreat from the aſpiring Land, 
And rally their divided Force, 
Obedient to the great Command. 


0 


Noctumal Lamps, their meaſur'd Round 
Now leading, radiant Bleflings ſhed; 
With Dignity unrivall'd crown'd, 
The Sun, juſt lighted, rears his Head. 
17 VIII. 
Unbrooded Flocks in Siber play, 
The Deep enliven'd ſhines in Scales; 


There Infant Eagles brave the Day, | 
Here Drops commence enormous Whales. 


IX. 
| But Ol what Numbers ſhall we find 
Expreſſing how ourſelves began? 


When the ador'd Almighty Mind 
His Scheme epitomiz'd in Man : 


_—_ 
| Reſemblance of Himſelf impreſt, 

In Reaſon, Sanctity, Command; 
With Wiſdom fill'd his ſtately Breaſt, 
With Scepter of the Globe his Hand. 


4 


2X1. 

Ve glorious Works of Heav'n and Earth, 
Chiefly, Thou laſt, Hoſannahs raife 

To Him, whoſe Goodneſs gave you Birth :- © 
Unwearied your Creator praiſe! 
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On the DrArRH of 5 
A good poor WOMAN. 

| . | : 

N even Scale, by Truth Divine, NY E 
Nor laurel'd Chiefs ſhall equal ſhine, Mit 
Nor ſcepter d Kings, with Thee. 

5 7 

Thy patient Faith, no Gtief defac'd,, | 

No Form of Woe could move, 


Not meagre Want, ſecurely plac'd 
On Gov, thy Hope! thy Love!” 


. The Sov'*reign drops his Pomp and Show, 
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III. 
What tho* by fawning Crowds employ d, 
They graſp'd a wider Fame? 


No finer Duſt their Limbs compos'd, 
Their Minds no purer Flame. 


IV. 

O'ercharg'd with Vanity and Sin, | WE; 
T'impartial Fate they bend; 4 1 
In Death thy Glories but begin, Fn 

Where all their Glories end. 


V. 


And lays his Scepter down; 
A richer Robe adorns Thee now, 
A never-fading Cro Fo 
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AN 


ANACREONTIOK Ove, 


de a Wedding = Thirteen Fran ce 


N 


E GIN, the joyous Nuptial ſing f 
Wake the warbling dancing String! 
Not old Anacreom would defire 
Sweeter Subject for his Lyre,, 
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Than Love for Length of Years the ſame, 
Bright with undiminiſh'd Flame; 
What later Ages rarely ſee, | 5 
Patriarchal Conftancy ! ; 
Let Miſers, fond of yellow Mould ; 
Track their Happineſs for Gold; 
No ſhining Duſt his Choice could move, 
Wiſely fix d to live and love. 
May He for all the Years He ſpent, 
Ne'er have Reaſon to repent ;. 
And She be ſtudious to repay 
| Sev'n Years Service in a Day ! | 
And bath the Pain that's paſt employ, 
More to raiſe their preſent Joy. 
E Children e' er ſhould bleſs their Eyes, 
Healthy, Virtuous, let them riſe; . _ _ 
With new Endearment ſtill improve. 
Al the Tenderneſs of Love: 
Far from the chearful Manſion, far,. 
Shy Suſpicion breeding Jar; 
Pride, too aſpiring to deſcend, | 
Wanton Wit that wounds a Friend: 
And Spirit high, with Humour join'd,. 
Curſe of Man and. Womankind! 
May neither miſs the happy Road, 
To their Duty, to-their Gop ; 
While many, many: Years they ſee, 
Bleſs d with Peace and Piety! 
That all the Wiſe their Praiſe may give, 
Well this Pair knew how to live 
That all who ſee their Death may cry, 
Well this Pair knew how to die. 


TO 
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D 
Young Lady on her Birth-Day, 
Being the Firſt of April. 


E* T others write for By-Defigns, 

KL I ſeek ſome Moral in my Lines, 
Which whoſoever reads muſt bear, 

Or Great, or Learn'd, or Young, or Fair, 
Permit me then with friendly Lay, 

To moralize your April Day. 


Checquer'd your native Month appears 
With ſunny Gleams and cloudy Tears; 
"Tis thus the World our Truſt beguiles, 
Its Frowns as tranſient as its Smiles; 
Nor Pain nor Pleaſure long will ſtay, 
For Life is but an April Day. 


Health will not always laſt in Bloom, 

But Age or Sickneſs ſurely come; 

Are Friends belov'd ? why Fate muſt ſeize 
Or Theſe from You, or You from Theſe: 
Forget not Earneſt in your Play, 

For Youth is but an April Day. 


When Piety and Fortune move 
Your Heart to try the Bands of Love, 


R 
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eee c | 
80 | Gather your Roſe-buds white you . 8 
For Love is but an 4pri/ Day. 


What Clouds ſoe er without are ſeen, 
Oh may they never reach within; 


But Virtue's ſtronger Fetters bind 


The ſtrongeſt Tempeſt of the Mind: 
Calm may You ſhoot your ſetting Ray, 
And Sunſhine end your April Day. 


; 7 
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On a Fins Day. 


OAS T not, ye few, your better Fate; - 
: Who on the Rich and Fow'rful wait; 
Who early at the Lewte bow, | 

And cringing watch the gracious Brow. 

See here, our Troubles to beguile, 

See here an univerſal Smile! 

Tho? little elſe our own we call, 

Free Air and Sun-ſhine are for All E 


The Poor and Unprovided, ſee, 

Come forth to meet their Property ! 
The Halt and Maim'd to Pleaſure move, 
For they're invited from Above; 
Nay, ev'n the Blind himſelf, with Glee, 
Enjoys the Day, he cannot fee. 
Tho? little elſe our own we call, 

Free Air and Sun-ſhine are for All. 
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SUNG 


At the Anniverſary Meeting of a very ; 
worthy and antient F RATERNITY, | 


1 
O endleſs Rounds i Hopes nd Fears 
Our Glory we betray ; ; | 


And Toils on Toils, and Cares 9 le 
_ Conſume our Lives away. 


The fond Deſire and flatt'ring View 

But lead us to Deſpair; 

With Pain we all our Ends purſue, 
And all our Ends are Air. 


CHORUS. 


Then loſe we Care, and balk we Toll, 
Our Sorrows well deceiving ; 

And wiſely now, a little while, 

Devote we Life to Living. 
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Our better Part, the Human Mind, 
| ('Tis Reaſon's chearful Voice) 
 Ally'd to Angels, was deſign'd 
Like Them for ſocial Joys: 


And to diffuſe the Heart in Mirth, 5 
And give the Soul to ſhine, | * 
Diſtinguiſn Man from vulgar Earth, 
> Bad . . 


CHORUS. 


' "Tis thus we live, and n we'll 1 75 7 2 15 5 
Above all worldly Meaſure, ne Bat; . 
Aﬀert our Kindred to the Skies 
And graſp immortal Pleaſure. 


III. 


The Good and Brave the Vertues own 
To gen'rous Converſe due; 

And they're the Good and Brave alone 

"That can and dare be true. | 


They re ſuch who feel the ſteady ""M 
Of Friendſhip's pureſt Flame; 

And, clear or cloudy be their Days, 

For ever love the fame. 


CHORUS. 
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CHORDS: : * 4 


80 Friend with Friend we'll nobly cloſe, 
W While all around us wonder 
There ſhould: be found in Nature Thoſe, 
Whom Fortune cannot ſandey. , 1 * 
8 


What tho' the Many wholly bend 
To Things beneath our State, 

Some poorly to be Rich contend, 
And others meanly Great ? 


There liv'd a few thro' ev'ry Space, 

Since firſt our Kind began, 

Who ſtill maintain'd, with better Grace, 
The Dignity of Man. 


CHORUS. 


For this, as met our Sires, meet We, 
With Brother join we Brother : 
And Souls, from Pride and Av'rice free, 
| Were form'd for one another. 
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FRAGMENT 
Of an EP1STLE to a FRIEND, 


Tn Intatioo.eof cas of HO dcr. 


F You will uſe the little that You have, 
More has not Heav'n to give, or You to crave; 


| Ceaſe to complain; He never can be poor, 


Who has ſufficiant, and who wants no more. 
If but from Cold and pining Hunger free, 
The richeſt Monarch can but equal Thee. TD 

If, where the coſtlieſt Diſhes load the Board, 
That Earth's remoteſt Regions can afford; 
Abſtemious Thou thoſe cheaper Dainties chuſe, 
Such as thy Gardens or thy Fields produce; 7 
Ev'n with this mean Repaſt, this fimple Food. 
Thou liv'ſt poſſeſs*'d of Fortune's laviſh Flood: 
For Gold o'er Nature can exert no Sway, 

Make the Roſe ſweeter, or the Mead more gay. 
And Virtue's Palace ſtands on high ſecure, 

A Pitch beyond what ought ſo mean can ſoar. 
While Luſt and Av'rice taint a groveling Age, 
Far nobler Thoughts thy tow'ring Mind engage, 


The 
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The Lunar Changes from what ſecret Cauſe, 


" 


What guides the Year, and gives the Ocean Tawa; 


Whether the Stars ſpontaneous fall and riſe, 
Or take their bidden Station in the Skies; 
If round the central Earth th* obedient Sun 
His daily Taſk of Revolution run; 

Or this dark Globe know its diurnal Way, 
Reſpect the central Sun, and catch the Day: 
From Cauſe to Cauſe ſtill ardent to aſcend, 


Till in the great FizzT Cavse thy Searches end. 


INTRODUCTION to the following OpE, 


HAT the Praiſes of the Author of Nature, wwhich 
is the fitteſt Subject for the Sublime Way of Writing, 
auas the moſt ancient Uſe of Poetry, cannot be learn'd from 
a more proper Inſtance (next to Examples of Holy Writ, ) 
than from the Greek Fragments of Orpheus; a Neligue of 
great Antiquity : They contain ſeveral Feifes concerning God, 
and his making and governing the Univerſe ; which, tha" 
imperfect, have many noble Hints and lofty Expreſſions. 
Whether theſe Verſes were indeed written by that celebrated 
| Father of Poetry and Muſick, who preceded Home, or 
by Onomacritus awho lived about the Time of Piliſtratus, 
and only contain ſome of the Doctrines of Orpheus, is a 
Dueftion of little Uſe or Importance. 15 
A large Paraphraſe of Theſe in French Verſe has been 
prefix d to the Tranſlation 4 Phocylides, but in a flat 
Stile, much inferior to the Deſign. The following Ove, 
ewvith many Alterations and Additions proper to a Modern 
Poem, is attempted upon the ſame Model, in a Language 
 ewhich having ſtronger Sinews than the French, is, by the 
Confeſſion of their beſt Critick Rapin, more capable of /uſ- 
taining great Subjetts, + 
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To the Crt aror of the World. 


By Mr. Joun Hucnss. 


: MUSE unfeign'd ! O true czleſtial Fire, 

Brighter than that which rules the Day, 
Deſcend! a mortal Tongue inſpire : 

To ſing ſome great immortal Lay ; 

- = 185 | Begin, 


* 


| | { 
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Begin, and ſtrike aloud the conſecrated Lyre! Tt | 
Hence ye profane ! be far away! 

Hence all the impious Slaves that bow 

To Idol Luſts, or Altars raiſe ; | 

And to falſe Heroes give fantaſtick Praiſe ! | 

And hence ye Gods, who w 2 Crime your ſpurious Be- 


ings owe! 
But hear O Heav'n and Earth, Sid Seas Ned 
| Hear ye unfathom'd Depths below, | 
And let your echoing Vaults repeat the Sound ; 
Let Nature trembling all around, 
Attend her Maſter's awful Name, © 
From whom Heav'n, Earth, and Seas, and wide Crea- 
tion came! _ 
f 4 5 1% 25.0 


He ſpoke the great Command, and Light, 
Heav'n's eldeſt-born and faireſt Child, 

Flaſh'd in the lowring Face of ancient Night, 

And pleas'd with its own Birth, ſerenely ſmil'd. 
The Sons of Morning on the Wing, 
Hov'ring in Choirs his Praiſes fing, 

When from th* unbounded vacuous Space, 
A beauteous riſing World they ſaw; 
When Nature ſhew'd her yet unfiniſh'd Face, 
And Motion took th' eftabliſh'd Law 
To roll the various Globes on high ; 
When Time was taught his Infant Wings to try. 
Ant from the Barrier rug to his appointed Race. 


III. 
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Supreme, Almighty, ftill the Same! 
"Tis He, the great inſpiring Mind, 
That animates this univerſal Frame, 
Preſent at once in All, and by no Place confin'd... 
Not Heav'n itſelf can bound his Sway, 
Beyond th' untravell'd Limits of the Sky, 
Inviſible to Mortal Eye 
_ He dwells in uncreated Day. 
Without Beginning, without End; tis 8 . 
That fills th* unmeaſur d Orb of vaſt Immenſity. 


IV. 
What Power but His can rule the changeful Main, 
And wake the ſleeping Storm, or its loud Rage reſtrain 2 
When Winds their gather'd Forces try, 
And the chaf'd Ocean proudly ſwells in vain, _ 
His Voice rebukes th* impetuous Roar ; 
In murm'ring Tides th' abated Billows fly, 
And the ſpent Tempeſt dies upon the Shore. 
The Meteor-World is his, Heaven's Wintry Stores 
The moulded Hail, the feather d Snow; 
The Summer Breeze, the ſoft refreſhing! Show'r, 
The looſe divided Cloud, and many-colour'd Bow ; . 
The crooked Lightning darts around, 
His Sovereign Orders to fulfil; 
The ſhooting Flame obeys th eternal will, 
' Lanch'd from his Hand, inſtructed where to kill, | 
Or rive the Mountain Oak, or blaſt th' | unſtelter'd 
Ground. 


V. 
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Yet pleas'd to bleſs, indulgent to ſupply, 
He, with a Father's tender Care, 
Supports the num' rous Family 

That peoples Earth and Sea and Air. 

From Nature's Giant Race, th' enormous Elephant, 

Down to the Inſect Worm and creeping Ant; 

From th' Eagle, Sov'reign of the Sky, 

To each inferior, feather'd Brood ; 

From Crowns and purple Majeſty 

To humble Shepherds on the Plains, 
His Hand unſeen divides to All their Food, 

And the whole World of Life ſuſtains. 

A | VI. 45 5 14 

At one wide View His Eye ſurveys xs, 

His Works; in ev'ry diftant Clime ; 

He ſhifts the Seaſons, Months and Days, 

The ſhort-liv'd Offspring of revolving Time; 

By Turns they die, by Turns are bonz 
Now chearful Spring the Circle leads, 
And ſtrows with Flow*rs the ſmiling Meads z 
© Gay Summer next, whom Ruſſet Robes adorn, 
And waving Fields of yellow Corn; | 
Then Autumn, who with laviſh Stores as Lap of Na- 
ture ſpreads z 
Decrepit Winter, laggard i in the Dance, 
(Like feeble Age oppreſt with Pain) 
A heavy Seaſon does maintain, 
With driving Snows and Winds and Rain; 


Tit 
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Till Spring, recruited to advance, 


The various Year rolls round _— | 
: OSS VII. : | 5 52 ba 127 
But who, Thou great Ador'd! — can \ withſtand 
The Terrors of thy lifted Hand, : 


When long provok'd, thy Wrath awakes, 
And conſcious Nature to her Center ſhakes? 
Rais'd by thy Voice, the Thunder flies, 
Hurling pale Fear and wild* Confuſion round. 
How dreadful is the inimitable Sound, 0 
The Shock of Earth and Seas, and Labour 4 che 
Skies! 
Then where's Ambition s haughty Creſt? 
Where the gay Head of wanton Pride)? 
See! Tyrants fall, and wiſh the opening Ground 
Wou'd take them quick to Shades of Reſt, 
And in their common Parent's Breaſt 

From thee their bury'd Forms for ever hide. 

In vain—— for all the Elements conſpire, 
The ſhatter' d Earth, the ruſhing Sea, | 
 Tempeſtuous Air, and raging Fire 

To puniſh vile Mankind and fight for Thee; 

Nor Death itſelf can intercept the Blow, + | 

Eternal is the Guilt, and. without End the Woe, ow 


—_— 
O Cyrus! — Julius“ all. 
Ye mighty Lords that ever rul'd this Ball * 
Once Gods of Earth, the living Deſtinies 
That made a hundred Nations bowl. 
Where s your Extent of Empire now? 


Say, 
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Say, where preſerv*d your phantom Glory lies? 
Can Braſs the fleeting Thing ſecure? 
 " Enftrin'din Temples does it ſtay ? 
Or in huge Amphitheatres endure - | 
The Rage of rolling Time; apd ſcorn Decay? 
Ah no! the mould' ring Monuments of Fame 
Your vain deluded Hopes betray, 
Nor ſhew the ambitious F ounder's Name, | 
Mix'd with your ſelves in the ſame Maſs of Clay. 
Proceed my Muſe! Time's waſting Thread purſue, 
And ſee at laſt th* unravell'd Clue, 19 
When Cities fink, and Kingdoms are no more, 
And weary Nature ſhall her Work give oer. 
Behold th* Almighty Judge on high! 
See in his Hand the Book of Fate! 
Myriads of Spirits fill the Sky HE 
 Tattend, with dread Solemnity, 
The World's laſt Scene, and Time's concluding Date. 
The feeble Race of ſhortliv'd Vanity | | 
And fickly Pomp at once ſhall die ; | 
Foul Guilt to Midnight Caves-will ſhrink away, 
Look back and tremble in her Flight, 
And curſe at Heav'n's purſuing Light, 
Surrounded with the Vengeance of that Day. 
How will you then, ye Impious, ſcape YOu Doom, 
Self-judg'd, abandon d, overcome? 
Nor ſhall ye hope more ſolid Bliſs t'obtain, 
Nor once repeat the Joys you knew before ; 
But figh, a long Eternity of Pain, 
Toft in an Ocean of Deſire, yet never find a Shore. 
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But ſee where the mild Sovereign fits prepar'd 


His better Subjects to reward} 5 
Where am I now! what Pow'r Divine 
Tranſports me! what immortal Splaydors ſhine! 
Torrents of Glory that oppreſs the Sight! 
What Joys, cæleſtial King! thy Throne ſurround ! 
The Sun, who with. thy borrow'd Beams ſo bright, - 
Sees not his Peer in all the Starry Round, | 

| Wou'd here diminiſh'd fade away, 

Like his pale Siſter of the Night, 

When ſhe reſigns her delegated Light, 
Loſt in the Blaze of Day. 

Here Wonder only can take place 

Then Muſe, th* adyentrous Flight forbear! 
Theſe Myſtick Scenes thou can'ſ no farther trice ; 
Hope may ſome boundleſs future Bliſs embrace, 

But What, or When, or How, or Where, 


Are Mazes all, which Fancy runs in vain ; 


Nor can the narrow Cells of Human Brain 


The vaſt e 0 contain. 


A Monu- 
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 MonuwgnTar ODE. 


To che Memory of © 


Mrs. ELIZABETH HUGHES. 


Late Wirz of Epwarp dns Eſq; of Herting- U 
fordbury, in the County of Hertford, and Daughter 
of RicHARD HaRRr80N, Eſq; of Balls in the n jj 


County. | 
| Orlir 15 New. MDCCXIV. 


EE! how thoſe dropping Monuments decay? 

Frail Manſions of the filent Dead, 
Whoſe Souls to uncorrupting Regions fled, 
With a wiſe Scorn their mouldring Duſt ſurvey. 


Their Tonbwalr@ RIPE A Ar REES; 5 


For ſee ! to Duſt they both return, 


And Time conſumes alike the Aſhes and the Um. 


i 8 


W | 
To make us for a Space our ſelves ſurvive ; 
In Parian Stone we proudly breathe again, 
Or ſeem in figur d Braſs to live. 


bs 
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Yet Stone and Braſs our Hopes betray, 
Age ſteals the mimick Forms and Characters away. 

In vain, O Egypt, to the wondring Skies 

With Giant Pride thy Pyramids ariſe; 

Whate' er their vaſt and gloomy Vaults contain, 
No Names diſtinct of their great Dead remain, 
Beneath the Maſs confus'd, thy Monarchs lie, : J 
Unknown, and blended in Mortality. at 

by III. 

From yon verdant Ning Brod? 
See Hertford's ancient Town, and Lands, 4 
Where Nature's Hand in flow Meanders leads | þ 

The Lee's clear Stream its Courſe! to flow 

Thro' flow' ry Vales, and moiſten'd Ma, 
And far around in beauteous Proſpect ſpreads 

Her Map of Plenty all belo p. 
*TI'was here — and ſacred be the Spot of Earth ! 

Eliza's Soul, born firſt above, - 

Deſcended to an humbler Birth, 5 2 

And with a Mortal's Frailties Mid. tne? 0 
So, on ſome tow” ring Peak that meets the Sy, | 

| When miſlive Seraphs downward fly, 

They ſtop, and for a-while. alight, . 


Put off their Rays czleſtial-bright, _ r 
Then take ſome milder Form familiar to our Eye. 

Swiftly her infant 1 "Hhtke . * HB Lotof 

Water'd by Heav'n's peculiar Cue ! 


Her Morning Bloom was doubly . ME. 1 8 
Like Summer 5 8 when \ we e 
"Fae 
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The freſh-drop'd Stores of Roſy Dew, 
(Tranſparent Beauties of the Daun) 
Spread o'er the Graſs their Cobweb-Lawn, 
Or hang moiſt Pearls on ev*ry Tree, 
Pleas'd with the lovely Sight a-while 
Her Friends behold, and joyful ſmile, 
Nor think the Sun's exhaling Ray 
Will change the Scene ere Noon of Day; L 
Dry up the glifring Dope. and draw thoſe Dews 
.. away. 


Yet firſt, to fill her Orb of Life, 
Behold, in each Relation dear, 
The pious Saint, the duteous Child appear, 
The tender Siſter, and the faithful Wife. 
Alas! but muſt one Circlet of the Year 
Unite in Bliſs, in Grief divide 
The deftin'd Bridegroom and the Bride! ? 
Stop, gen'rous Youth, the gathering Tear, 
That as you read theſe Lines or hear 
; Perhaps may ſtart, and ſeem to ſay, | 
That ſhort- liv'd Year was but a Day! 
Forbear — nor fruitleſs Sorrowings now employ, 
Think ſhe'was lent a-while, not givn, 
(Such was th' appointed Wil of Heav'n) * 
Then ke, call that Vear an ge of virtuous oy. 


EY 
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ApyenTiSaENT. 


1 may be proper to acquaint mY Reader that the nm 
ing Poem was begum on the Model of a Latin Ode of 
Caſimire, intitled, E rebus humanis Exceſſus, from 
auhich it is plain that Cowley likewiſe took the firſt 
Hint of his Ode call d, The EcsTacy. The former 
Part therefore is chiefly an Imitation of that Ode, tho 
abich confiderable Variations, and the Addition Y. the 
ewhole Second Stanza, except the firft three Lines: 

But the Plan itſelf ſeeming capable of a, further In- 

ent, the latter Part, <which attempts a ſhort 


View of the Heavens, according to tbe Modern Philoſo- 
phy, is entirely Original, a on 4 * 
in the Latin * . ET 
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Lravn Mortality s low. Sphere. | 

Ye Winds and Clouds, come lift me high, 
And on your airy. Pinions bear 8 
Swift thro? the Regions of the Sky. | 
What lofty Mountains downward fly ! 
And lo, how wide a Space of Air 
Extends new Proſpects to my Eye! 
The gilded Fanes, reflecting Light, 0 


eee ay bejght 
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(The rich Abodes r 6 
Of Heav' 'nly- and of Earthly Gods) 
Retire apace; whole Cities too 
Decreaſe beneath my riſing View. 
And now far off the rolling Globe appears; 
Its ſcatter d Nations I ſurvey, 
And, all the Maſs of Earth and Se: 
Oh Obje& well-deſerving Tears! 2: 1 
Capricious State of Things below, Ik and T7 
That . e heir Birth no fix d 10. 
7""IX: 
| Here new. built Towns, aſpiring bigh, 
Aſcend, with lofty. Turrets crown'd ; 
There others fall, and mouldring he. 1 
a Obſcure, or only by their Ruins found. 
Palmra s far-· extended Waſte I ſpy, 170 | 
(Once 7. admor, ancient in Renown) 
Her Marble Heaps, by the wild Arab ſhown, | 
Still load with uſeleſs Pomp the Ground. 
But where is Lordly Babylon ? Where now 
Lifts ſhe to Heay'n ber Giant Brow? 
Where does the, Wealth of Nineveh abound? ; 
Or where i, the Pride of Hieb's Shore 1 
Is Rome's great Rival then no more? | 
In Rome herſelf behold th' Extreams of F ate, | 
Her ancient Greatneſs ſunk, her modern boaſted State! : 
See her luxurious Palaces ariſe | | 
With broken Arches mix'd between! 
And here what ſplendid Domes poſleſs the Skies! 
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And there old Temples, open to the Day, 
Their Walls o'ergrown with Moſs diſplay ; 
And Columns, awful in Decay, | 
Rear up their Roof lef Heads to form the various Scene. 


III. 
Around the Space of Earth 1 turn my Eye; 
But where's the Region free from Woe ? 
The Seat of Happineſs below? | 
Here Peace wou' d all its Joys diſpence, 
The Vines and Olives unmoleſted grow, 
But lo! a purple Peftilence 
Unpeoples Cities, ſweeps the Plains, 

Whilſt vainly thro* deſerted Fields 
HAer unreap'd Harveſts Ceres yields 3 
And at the Noon of Day a Midnight Silence reigns. . 
There milder Heat the healthful Climate warms, 

But Slaves to Arbitrary Power, 

And pleas'd each other to devour, 
The mad Poſſeſſors ruſh to Arms. 
I ſee, I ſee them from afar. 

I view diſlinct the mingled Wart 
I ſee the charging Squadrons preſt 
Hand to Hand, and Breaſt to Breaſt. 
Deſtruction, like a Vultur, hovers nigh; 
Lur'd with the Hope of Human Blood, 
| She langs upon the Win g, uncertain where to fly, 
But licks her drowthy Jaws, and waits the promis d 


Iv. Here 
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Here cruel Diſcord takes a wider Scene, 
To exerciſe more unrelenting Rage; 1 
Appointed Fleets their numerous Pow'rs engage, - 
With ſcarce a Space of Sea between. 
Hark ! what a brazen Burt of Thunder 
Rends the Elements aſunder! 
Affrighted Ocean flies the Roar, _ 
And drives the Billows to the diſtant Shore; 
The diſtant Shore, 
That ſuch a Storm nel er felt before, 
Tranſmits it to the Rocks around; 


The Rocks and bn ore pgong th rage 
v. 
Still greater Horrors ſtrike my Eyes. 
Behold convulſive Earthquakes there 
A ſhatter'd Land in Pieces tear, + 
And ancient Cities fink, and ſudden Mountains riſe? - 
Thro' opening Mines th' aftoniſh'd Wretches go, 
Hurry'd to unknown Depths below: 
The bury'd Ruin ſſeeps; and nought remains. 

But Duſt above and deſart Plains, 
Unleſs ſome Stone this ſad Inſcription wear, 

Rais'd by ſome future Traveller, | 
Thy Prince, his People, and his Kingdom here 

One common Tomb contains. 5 
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VI. Again, 
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VI. 

| Again, behold e Seas, diſdaining Bound, 
O'er the firm Land uſurping ride, b gal 

And bury ſpacious Towns beneath their ſweeping ' Tide. 

Daſh'd with the ſudden Flood the vaulted Temples ſound. 

Waves roll'd on Waves, Deep burying Deep, _ gt 


A watry Monument, in which N Py 
The Courts and Cottages together lie. 550 : 
E'en now the Hoating * Wreck I ty, 225 


FA 


And tlie wide Surface far round di 
With Spoils of plu under'd Countries crown d. 
Such, Belgia, was the Ravage and Aﬀright, 
When late thou faw'ſ thy ancient Foe. ; 
Swell oer thy Digues, oppos'd in vain,” mM 
ws deadly Rage, and riſing in its Might 
Pour down ſwift Ruin on thy Plains below: © 
Thus Fire, and Air, and Earth, and 81 
A never- ceaſing Fight maintain, 
While Man on ev'ry Side is ſure to loſm 
And Fate has furniſh*'d out the Stage of Life my 
With War, Misfortune, and with Strife; b owl] 
Till Death the en, Man and. ſhuts the ene of 
: Woes. : i 11053 þ £209 3 ; 


But why do I delay my Flight? 
Or on ſuch gloomy, Others e 
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HFaſte, Clouds and Whirhwinds, haſte to raiſe; ; 
Mount me ſublime along the ſhining Way, 


85 | Where 
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i Where Planets, in | in pure. Streams of Ether, driy” n, 
Swim thro' the blue Expanſe of Heav'n. 

And lo] th obſequious Clouds and Winds obey! 

And lo ! again the Nations downwards fly, 

And wide-ſtretch'd. Kingdoms periſn from my Eye. 

Heav'n! what bright Viſions now ariſe ! | 

What opening Worlds my raviſh'd Senſe ſurpriſe! 

I paſs Cerulean Gulphs, and now behold _ 

New ſolid Globes their Weight, ſelf-balanc'd. bear, i 

Unprop'd amidſt the fluid Air, 

And round the Central Sun, in cirling Eddies roll'd. 

| Unequal in their Courſe, ſee they advance, | 
And'form the Planetary Dance ! | 
Here the pale Moon, whom the ſame. Laws ordain | 
T' obey the Earth, and rule the Main: 
Her Spots no more in ſhadowy Streals appear; 
But Lakes inſtead, and Groves of Trees, 
My wond' ring Eye tranſported ſees, . 

And their tall Heads diſcover d Mountains rear, 
And new once more I downward caſt my Sight, 
When lo! the Earth, a larger Moon, diſplays 

Far off, amidſt the Heav'ns, her ſilver Face, 
And to her Siſter- Moon by Turns gives Light! 

Her Seas are ſhadowy Spots, her Land a milky White, 
V 

What Pow 'r unknown my Courſe ſtill upward guides, 

Where Mars is ſeen. his ruddy Rays to throw 


And where remoter Zeve 0'er his four Moons preſides. 
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And now 1 urge my Way more bold, 
VUnpfere'd by Sarw#'s chilling Cold, 
And paſs his Planetary Guards, and his wig ehe 


hold: 


2 


He the' Sun's Beams ſo andy Tu 
The mingled Shades almoſt extinguiſſi Day. 


His Rays reverted hence the Sire withdraw, 57 r 


- 


For here his wide Dominions end | 225 
And other Suns, that rule by other Laws, © 
Hither their bordering Realms extend. 
And now far off thro? the blue vacant Corn, 
I reach at laſt the Milky Road, 5 


Once thought to lead to Fove's ſupreme Abode 


Where Stars, profuſe in Heaps, Re lnering | 


Height, adorn. 


f 


. % 
1 4 1 * 


Loſt i in each other's neighb'ring 3 


| They:undiftinguiſh'd' ſhine in one promiſcuous Blaze. 


So thick the lucid Gemms are ſtrown, 
As if tht Almighty Builder here 
| Laid up his Stores for many a Sphere 3 
In deſtin'd: Worids, as yet unknown. 


: Hither the nightly-wakeful Swain, 


Oft turns his gazing Eyes, | 
Yet marks no Stars, but o'er his Head 
Beholds the ſtreamy Twilight ſpread, 
Like diſtant Morning in the Skies; 
Aud cee what Source its en —_— 
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. | 
But 1 — What's this T ſee appeary 11 55 1 
It ſeems fir off a pointed Flame; i 


From Earth-wards too the ſhining Meteor came. 
How ſwift it climbs th' aereal Space! 
And now it traverſes each Sphere, # 
And ſeems ſome living Gueſt, familiar to the Place.” 
'Tis He - ——'as T approach more near © nh 
The great Columbus of the Skies I know!" DT 
'Tis Newton's Soul, that daily | travels hes 5 
In Search of Knowledge for Mankind below. P . 
O ſtay, thou happy Spirit, flay, - „ 4 
And lead me on thro' all th' unbeaten Wilds of Day. 
As when the Sybil did Rome's Father guide | 7 
Safe thro? the downward Roads 16 bow ight, _ 
And in Elyfoum bleſt his Sight a. 
With Views till then'to mortal Eyes deny d. 
Here let me, thy Companion, ſtray, 
From Orb to Orb, and now behold 
Unnumber'd. Suns, all Seas of Molten Gold, 
And trace each Comet's wand' ring Way, 
And now deſcry Light's Fountain 2 


And meaſure i its deſcending Speed'; 
Or learn how Sun-born Colours riſe | 
In Rays diſtin, and in the Skies 1 
Blended in yellow Radiance flow, 


Or ſtain the fleecy Cloud, or ſtreak the watry Bow: 
Or now diffys'd their beauteous Tinctures ſhed. 
On ev'ry Planet's Hills, and ev'ry verdant Mead. 


XI. 


Es Wonder e e expire, 


Still the great Maker's Power adore, _ 
Loſt in the Thonght — nor ever more 
Return to Earth, and Earthly Things; 88 
dur here with native Freedom take my Flight, 
| An Jamate of the Heay'ns, adopted into Ly 
So for a-while: the Royal Eagle's Brood 
m his low Nelt ſecurely lies, 
Amid the Darkneſs of the ſhelt'ri ring Wel: 
Vet warm with in- horn Vigour hopes the Skies: 
Till. fledg d with Wings full-grown, and bold 1 to ris 
"The Bird of Heav'n to Heav'n aſpires, e 
ca midſt the Meteors and czleſtial A 


With 2 Pride his humbler Birch 1 8 
And 
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IR'D Nature” ie 8 takes Sho! .. 
He, like the World, his ready Viiit pays, - + 
Where Fortune ſmiles ;. the Wretched he forſakes : 2 | 
Swift on his downy Pinion flies from . | 
And 1 on Lids d with a Tear. = „„ 


From mort, (as ofaal) and diſturb'd Repoſe, ; 8 35 

I wake : How happy they who wake no more! 4 

Yet that were vain, if Dreams infeſt the Grave. f | 

I wake, emerging from a Sea of Dream „ 
Tumultuous; where my wreck ' d , deſpoding Though 


From Wave to Wave of fang'd Miſery, 1 
il 2D | At 


A 
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Thus, rais'd. ſublime on n Contemplation's LY 
| Freſh Wonders I would fill explore, _ 
Still the great Maker's Pom 'r adore, ap 8 4 
Loſt in the Thought nor ever more 11 : 
Return to Earth, and Earthly Things; 
Bye here with native Freedom take my Flight, 
An Inmate of the Heav'ns, adopted into Light! 
$0 for a-while the Royal Eagle's Brood 1 
In his low Net ſecurely liess, ns, 
Amid the Darknek of the ſhelt'ring —_— 5 
Vet warm with in-born Vigour = the Skies: a 
fledg d with Wings full-grown, and bold to riſe 
he Bird of Heav'n to Heaven aſpire, 
Soars midſt the Meteors and cæleſtial Fires 


With generous Pride his humbler Birth ns. 
And rs Wks ch. =therial Plains, | 
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IR'D Nature's fweet Reſtorer, balmy. Step?! £ 

He, like the World, his ready Viſit pays, 
Where Fortune ſmiles ; the Wretched | he forſakes: 
Swift on his downy Pinion flies from Woe, 5 
And lights on Lids _unſully'd „„ 


From mort, (as uſual) and diſturb'd Repoſe; 2 
I wake: How happy they who wake no more! 
Yet that were vain, if Dreams infeſt the Grave. 
I _ , ee e eo 


From Wins to Ware of fang'd Miſery, 8 
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n her Helm of Reaſon loſt; 

Tho' now reſtor' d, 'tis only Change of Pain, Ce 

A bitter Change ; ſeverer for ſevere:  —_ YR 0 

The Day too ſhort for my Diſtreſs | and Mie, hon 
Even in the Zenith of her dark Domain, | 

Is Sun-ſhine, to the Colour of my Fate. 


Night, ſable Goddeſs! from her bon 7 Ruf ie, 
In rayleſs Majeſty, now ſtretches forth © _ / 
Her leaden Scepter o'er a lumbering World : 
Silence, how dead? and Darkneſs how profound ? 
Nor Eye, nor liſtening Ear an Object finds 


Creation fleeps.. . *Tis, as the general Pulſe 


Of Life ſtood ſtill, and Nature made a Pauſe ; 

An aweful Pauſe! prophetic of her End. 

And let her Prophecy be ſoon fulfild ; 
Fate! drop the Curtain; I can loſe no more. 


Silence; and Darkneſs ! ſolemn Siſters! Twins 
From antient Njght, who nurſe the tender Thought 
To Reaſon, and on Reaſon build Ty SEE 
(That Column of true Majeſty in Man) | f 
Aſſt me: I will thank yo in the Graves 
The Grave, your Kingdom: There this F rame ſhall fall 
A Victim ſacred to your dreary Shrine: 3 
But what are Ye? Thou, who didſt put to Flight 
Primæval Silence, when the Morning Stars 
Exulting, ſhouted o' er the riſing Ball; | 
O Thou !* whoſe Word from ſolid Dathzeſe ſuuck . 
That Spark, the Sun; ſtrike Wiſdom from my — Souls 
My Soul which flies to Thee, her Truſt, her Treaſure , 
As Miſers to their Gold, while others zeſt. 
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Thro' this Opaqte of Nature, and of Soul, 
This double Night, tranſmit one pitying — 


To lighten, and to chear: O lead my Mind, 


(A Mind that fain would wander from e wWoeg . 
Lead it thro" various Scenes of Life and Drarb, 
And from each Scene, the nobleſt Truths inſpire: 


Nor leſs inſpire my Conduct, than my Song ; 


Teach my beſt Reaſon, Reaſon ; my beſt Will 
Teach Rectitude; and fix my firm Reſolve " FRE 
Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long Arrear. - 
Nor let the Vial of thy Vengeance pour d 


On this devoted Head, goed e e e be 


The Bell ſtrikes One: 2 We take no Note of Tine, 
But from its Loſs. To give it then a Tongue, 
Is wiſe in Man. As if an Angel ſpoke, 
I feel the ſolemn Sound. If heard aright, 


It is the Knell of! my departed Hours; 
Where are they? with the Years beyond the Flood: 


It is the Signal that demands Diſpatch; 

How Much is to be done? my Hopes and Fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o'er Life's narrow. Verge 
Look down on what? a fathomleſs Abyſsz 
A dread Eternity] how ſurely mize! | 
And:can Eternity belong to me, 
Poor Pen oner on the Bounties of an A 


How poor? how rid how abje&? how auguſt 1 


How complicate ? how wonderful is Man? 
Ho paſſing Wonder He, who made him ſach? _ 
Who center'd in our Make ſuch ſtrange Extremes ? 


From different Natures, marvelouſly mit 45 
4 "RES | 
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Cnnection exquiſite of diſtant Worlds! 

Diſtinguiſht Lind in Being's endleſs Chain! 

Mid Way from Nething to the Deity! - 

A Beam ethereal ſully'd, and abſorpr! 

Tho! ſully d, and diſhonour'd, ſtill Divine 

Dim Miniature of Greatneſs abſolute! 

An Heir of Glory! a frail Child of Duſt! 

Helpleſs Immortal! Inſect infinite! 8 

A Worm! a God! I tremble at myſelf, 

And in myſelf am loſt! At home a Stranger, 

Thought wanders, up and down, ſurpri z d, aghaſt, 

And wond' ring at her own: How Reaſon reels ? 

| O what a Miracle to Man is Man, 

Triumphantly diftreſs'd? what Joy, what Dread? 

Alternately tranſported, and alarm'd! 

What can preſerve my Life? or what deſtray ? 
An Angel's Arm can't ſnatch me from the Grave; 3 

Legions of Angels * 't confine me There. : 


"Tis paſt Conjeftare; all Things riſe in Proof: 
While o'er my Limbs $S/eep's ſoft Pominion ſpread, 
What, tho* my Soul phantaſtic Meaſures trod, 
O'er Fairy Fields; or mourn'd along the Gloom 
Of pathleſs Woods : or down the craggy Steep 
Hurl'd headlong, ſwam with Pain the mantled Pool; 
Or ſeal'd the Cliff; or danc'd on hollow Winds, 
With antic Shapes, wild Natiyes of the Brain ? 

Her ceaſleſs Flight, tho' devious, ſpeaks her Nature 
Of ſubtler Eſſence than the trodden Clod 3 8 
Active atreal, tow'ring, unconfin d. 
Unfetter'd with her groſs Companion's fall: 
Ev'n lent *—H a my Soul immortal 


Ev'n 
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Ev'n ſilent Night oro 


For Human Weal, urn huſbands all Events, - 
7 _— inſtruQts, nor ke ers vain Dreams i in vain. b 


Who 1 LoG denied that ae notheb 3. j1 
Why wanders wretched Thought their Tombs n 
In Infidel Diſtreſs? are Argeli there? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in Duſt, æthereal Fire? 

They live !. they greatly live a Life on Eau ES. 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd ; and from an Eye | 
Of Tenderneſs, let heav*nly Pity fall 

On me, more juſtly number'd with the Dead: 

'This is the Deſert, this the Solitude 
How populous? how vital is the Grave? 
This is Creations melancholy Vault, 11 4 
The Vale funereal, the ſad: Cypreſs Gloom $7! 
The Land of Apparations, empty Shades : 

All, all on Earth is Shadoau, all beyond 

Is Subſtance; the Reverſe is Folly s Greeds 
How ſolid all, where Change ſhall be no more? 


This is the Bud of Being, the dim Dawn, 

The Twilight of our Day, the Veſtibule, 

Life's Theatre as yet is ſhut, and Death, 

Strong Death alone can heave the maſly Bar, 

This groſs Impediment of Clay remove, {$4 

And make us Embryos of Exiſtence free. 

From real Life, but little more remote 

Is He, not yet a Candidate for Lichtt.. 

The future Embryo, flumbering in his Sire. 

a we muſt be, till we burſt the *. | 


* 1 4 
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Nor yet put forth her Wings to reach the Skies ? 
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Von ambient, azure Shell, and ſpring to Life, 
The Life of Gods: nee and of Man. 


„ 


vet Man, Fool Man! Head bury” O all his s Thoughts 
Inters celeſtial Hopes without one Sigh: 


Priſoner of Earth, and pent beneath the dhe, 


Here pinions all his Wiſhes ; wing'd by Heaven 
To fly at Infinite; and reach it there, 
Where Seraphs gather Immortality, 


on Life's fair Tree, faſt by the Throne of Gov: 
What golden Joys ambroſial cluſt'ring glow, _ 


In His full Beam, and ripen for the Juſt, 
Where momentary Ages are no more? : 
Where Time, and Pain, and Chance and Death er 
And is it in the Flight of Threeſcore Vears, 
To puſh Eternity from Human Thought, 
And ſmother Souls immortal in the Duſt ? - 

A Soul immortal, ſpending all her Fires, 
Waſting her Strength in ſtrenuous Idleneſs, 
Thrown into Tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, 
At ought this Scene can threaten, or indulge, 
Reſembles Ocean into Tempeſt wrought, | 


To waft a Feather, or to drown a Fly. 


Where falls this Cenſure ? It o ieee rap ell 
How was my Heart encruſted by the World ? 
O how ſelf-fetter'd was my groveling Soul? 


How, like a Worm, was I wrapt round and round 


In filken Thought, which reptile Fancy ſpun, 


Till darken'd Reaſon lay quite clouded o'er 


With ſoft Conceit of endleſs Comfort here, _ 


Our 
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od waking . A ben 
Of Things impoſlible? (could Sleep do more?) 


Of Joys perpetual in perpetual Change? 
Of ſtable Pleaſures on the toſſing Wave? | 


Eternal Sun-ſhine in the Storms of Life ? 
How richly were my Noon-tide Trances hung 
With gorgeous Tapeſtries of pictur'd Joys? 

Joy behind Joy, in endleſs Perſpective ©  / 
Till at Death's Toll, whoſe reſtleſs Iron Tongue” | hen 
Calls daily for his Millions at a Meal, þ 
Starting I woke, and found myſelf undone? - 

Where now my Frenzy's pompous Furniture ? 

The Cobwweb'd Cottage with its ragged WA | 
Of mould'ring Mud, is Royalty to me! 185 
The Spider's moſt attenuated Thread 
Is Cord, is Cable, to Man's tender Tie 
On earthly Bliſs; it breaks at every Breeze. 


O ye bleſt . aan Delight! | 
Full, above Meaſure ! laſting, beyond Bound! 
Could you, ſo rich in Rapture, fear an End, _ 
That ghaſtly Thought would drink up all your Joy, 
And quite unparadiſe the Realms of Light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above thoſe rolling Spheres ; 
The baleful Influence of whoſe giddy Dance, 
| Sheds fad Viciflitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with Revolutions every Hour; 
| And rarely for the better; or the beſt, / ut} 
Mate nora Wer the CARIES: A 
Each Moment has its Sickle, emulous | N 
Of Times enormous Scythe, whoſe ample Sweep - 
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| Strikes Empires from. the Root ; each Moment . | 
His little Weapon in the narrower Sphere ® 
E Of ſweet domeſtie Comfort, and cuts down. F 3C 
I | The faireſt Bloom of A Blifs. . Hel 4 0 


_- BliG! N BliGt proud Works! — þ wain: : 
Implicit Treaſon to Divine Decree ! Ei: | 
A A bold Invaſion of the Rights of Heaven! ” 
= I claſp'd the Phantoms, and 1 found chem Air. 
= O had, 1 weigh'd it e'er my fond Embrace! th * 
Viasat Darts of Agony had miſs d my Heart?.. | Wy 5 
: Death] great Proprietor of all! tis thine | ** 
To tread out Empire, and to quench the Stars ; 5 
The Sun himſelf by thy Permiſſion ſhines, 
And, one Day, thou ſhale pluck: him from his ho, 
Amid ſuch Plunder, why woudſt thou exhauſt. an 
Thy partial Quiver on a Mark ſo mean; 20 ys 7 
Why, thy peculiar Rancor wreck d on me? . 
nſatiate Archer could not One ſuffice? * 
Thy Shaft flew thrice, and thrice my Peace was flain ; 
And thrice, e er thrice yon Moon had eee 
0 Othia! why ſo pale? Doſt thou lament 
Thy wretched Neighbour? Grieve, to ſee thy. Wheel 
Of cealclets ee ourwhir din Human ell 


wn. 8 


4 # 


1 


. 1 723 T6, 
1 ehe ee eee 
How widow'd every Thought of every Joy? 

Thought, buſy Thought too buſy for my Peace, 
Thro' the dark Poſtern of Time long elaps d, 
Led ſoftly, by the Stillneſs of the Night. 
Le d, like a Murderer, (and ſuch it proves!) 
os: 12114 755 1 In 
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In queſt of Wretchedneſs perverſely ftrays ; £4 | | 
And finds all Deſert now and meets the Ghoſts 
Of my departed Joys, a numerous Train! 
I rue the Riches of my former Fate; 
Sweet Comfort's blaſted Cluſters make'me ſighs” 5 
I tremble at the Bleflings once ſo der BY 
And every Pleaſure pains me to the Heart. 
Yet why complain? or why complain for One! 
Hangs out the Sun his Luſtre but for me? * 
The ſingle Man? are Angels all beſide ?. 
1 en for Millions: tis the common Lotz | 
In this Shape, or in that, has Fate entail d 
The Mother's Throes on all of Woman born, 
Not more the Children, than ſure Heirs of Pain. un 


War, Famine, Peſt, Velen; Storm, and Fire, 
Inteſtine Broils,” Oppraſton, with her Heart 
Wrapt up in tripple Braſs, beſiege Mankind: 5 
Gop's Image, diſinherited of Day, = © 
Here plung'd in Mines, forgets a Sun was made; 
There Beings deathleſs as their haughty Lord, 

Are hammer'd to the galling Oar for Life; 
And plough the Winter's Wave, and reap Deſpair: 
Some, for hard M aſters, broken under Arms, > 1o 
In Battle lopt away, with half their Limbs, PF 
Beg bitter Bread thro” Realms their Valour ſay? d, 1 
If ſo the Tyrant, or his Minion, doom: 1 
Want, and incurable Di/ea/e, (fell Pair!) 
On hopeleſs Multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 
At once; and make a Refuge of the Grave: : 
How groaning Hoſpitals eject their Dead? 
| What N umbers groan for {ad Admiſſion there 3 
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What Numbers once in Fortune's Lap high-fed 


4 


Sollicit the cold Hand of Charity) 

| To ſhock us more, follicit it in vain? ' 
Ve filken Sons of Pleaſure.!. viſit. ker, © 43 | 
And breathe from. your Debauch : "Give, a OY 
| Sarfeit's Dominion o'er. you: but ſo great 410 
Four Impudenee, you bluſh at what is Right * 12 


| Happy! did Sorrow ſeize on fach alone : . 
Not Prudence can defend, or Viriue fave; _ 1 
Diſeaſe invades the chaſteſt Temperance; ; . 1 7 
And Puniſhinent the Gulltleſs; and Alarm © 
| Thro” thickeſt Shades purſues the Sons of Peace; - (phe 
Man's Caution often into Danger turns, ret 
And his Guard falling, cruſhes him to Death. 
'The /moatheſt Courſe of- Nature has its Pains, 8 
And trueſt Friends, thro' Error wound our 1127707 
Without Mis fortune, what Calamities? ei 
And what Hoſtilities, without a Foe? 125 155 Php 105 
: Nor nap Foe wanting ho.the Jett on Reach: ITS > 
But endleſs is the Liſt of Human Ills, - 
And Sighs might: ſooner oY than Cau'e to . 


A Part how mall of the terraqueous Globe | f 
Is tenanted by Man? the reſt a Waſte, 3 
Rocks, Deferts, frozen Seas, and burning Sands ; 4 hes 
Wild Haunts of Monſters, Poiſons, Stings, and Death; 
Such is Earth's melancholy Map! But far 
More ſad! this Earth is a true Map of Man: | : 
So bounded are its haughty Lord" s Delights 5 
To Woe's wide Empire; Where deep Troubles toſs; 55 
Loud Sorrows howl; envenom'd Paſſions bite ; Bagh $568 


FT aa 
| | Ravenous 


* * 
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Ravenous Calamities our Vitals ſeize, 19 J mr 12 [| 
And threat * Fate, wide opens to devour. | ann. 10 


What then am I, dh ſorrow for myſelf? "i 

In Age, in Infancy, from other's Aid 
Is all our Hope; to teach us to be kind. 
That, Nature's firſt, laft, Leſſon to Mankind: 7 
The ſelfiſh Heart deſerves the Pain it feels, ig 105 
More generous Sorrow while it ſinks, een 

And conſcious Virtue mitigates the Fang. 1 4 

Nor Virtue, more than Prudence, bids me give. , 
Swoln Thought a ſecond Channel; who divide, 

They weaken too, the Torrent of their Grief : 

Take then, © World f thy much. indebted Tear: | 
How fad a Sight is human Happineſs, ' bit! 
To thoſe whoſe Thought can pierce Wpebd nd Hour? 
O thou! whate'er thou art, whoſe Heart exults ! 
Would'ſt thou I ſhould congratulate thy Fate? | 1 
I know thou would'ſt; thy Pride demands it from me. _— 

Let thy Pride pardon, what thy Nature needs, = = 
The falutary Cenſure of a Friends 1 | 
Thou happy Wrerch! by Blindneſs art con el; 
By Dotage dandled to perpetual Smiles: 1 | 
Know, Smiler ! at thy Peril art thou pleas'd; © © 
Thy Pleaſure is the Promiſe of thy owed e 
Mis fortune, like a Creditor ſevere, he 


But riſes in Demand for her Delay; 


She makes a Scourge of paſt Proſperity, . N 
To ſting thee more, and douhle thy Diel. 


I would not damp, but to ſecure thy Joys: 
Think not that Fear is ſacred to the Storm: 


* x 
he} 
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Stand on thy Guard againſt the Smiles of Fate... -: 
Is Heaven tremendous in its Frown ! -moſt "OE BEE TY 
And in its Favours formidable too ; | 

Its Favours here are Tryals, not Rewards; : 

A Call to Duty, not Diſcharge from- Care, . 
And ſhou'd alarm us, full as much as Woes; 0 1s | 
Awake us to their Cane, and Conſequence, 

O'er our ſcan'd Conduct give'a jealous Eye; 
Beware what Earth calls Happineſs; beware 

All Joys, but Joys that never can expire: : 
Who builds on leſs than an immortal Baſe, = ; 
hag as he ſeems, condemns his Ex ag to Death, 


Mine dy'd with thee, Philander 7 y! laſt Sigh 5 
Diſſoly'd the Charm; the diſenchanted Earth 15 
Loſt all her Luſtre; where, her glittering . 
Her golden Mountains, where? all darken d down 75 
To naked Waſte; a dreary Yale of, Tears: ; 

The great Magician 's Dead ! Thou poor, pale Plane: 
Of out- caſt Earth, in Darkneſs! what a Change | 


(Long-labour'd Prize ) Death 8 ſubtle le Seed 5 
(Sly, treacherous Miner!) working in the Dark, 
Smil'd at thy well-concerted Scheme, and beckon' d 
| The Worm to riot on that Roſe ſo red, = 

Unfaded e er it fell; one Moment's prey! 


The preſent Moment terminates our Sight; | 


| Clouds thick as thoſe on Doomſday, d TT) n the next 0 
We penetrate, we propheſy in yain. | | 
| Time is dealt out by Particles; and each, 9 a 


ts mh the Grenping SangyE. Life, 
| v 
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By Fate's-inviblable Oath-is Won Id 4D. 
Deep Sllence,' & * boyins SY 


By. Nature's Law, what may be, may be ⸗ now 3 5, 15 hy 
There's no Prerogative in Human Hours: = 
In Human Hearts what bolder Thought can "riſe; "OR; 
Than Man's Preſumption on To- morrow s Daun? b ö 
Where is To- morrow? In another World. Y 
For Ni umbers this is certain ; ; the Reverſe - 
Is ſure to none; and yet on this Perhaps, 4 £441 
This Prradventure, infamous for Lies, | i is Fa 0 5 
As on a Rock of Adamant, r 
Our mountain Hopes; ſpin out eternal Schemes, 
As we the Fatal Siſters cou'd out-ſpin, _ 
And, big with Life's Futurities, expire. _ Me” 


Not even Phlondr hd beſpoke is Stout; 85 
Nor had he Cauſe, a Warning was deny; ck | 
As ſuddain, tho' for Years admoniſht home: 

Beware, Lorenzo! a flow-ſudden Death. © > 

How dreadful that deliberate T 

Be wiſe to day, tis Madneſs to defer; 

Next day the fatal Precedent will plead; 

Thus on, till Wiſdom is puſh'd out of Life : "I . 

Procraſtination is the Thief of Time, 4 

Year after Year it ſteals, till all are fled. 

And to the Mercies of a Moment leaves 

The vaſt Concerns of an Eternal Scene, . 9 EIN 3 

If not ſo frequent, would not This be firange | ? col 

That tis ſo frequent, Ti big i is ſtranger full. 5 

3 : Of 
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| Of Man's miraculous Miſtakes, This bears 
The Palm, “ That all Men are about h 
„For ever on the Brink of being born: 
All pay themſelves the Compliment to think 
They, one Day, ſhall not drivel ; and their Pride | 
On this Reverſion takes up ready Praiſe ; 
How excellent that Life they as ir will lead? Dane? 
| Time lodg'd in their own Hands is Folh's Vails; | 1 
That lodg'd in Fate 's, to Wiſdem they confign; _ 
The Thing they can't but purpoſe, they fofipone : * 10 
All Promiſe is poor dilatory Man, Ha... 
And that thro? every Stage: When young, f indeed, 
In full Content, we ſometimes nobly reſt, 
_ Unanxious for ourſelves ; and only with, 
As duteous Sons, our Fathers were more wiſe; 


At thirty Man ſuſpe#s himſelf a Fool; 


Hoss it at f. dare , 
At. y chides his infamous Delax. 
Puſhes his prudent Purpoſe. to Reſolve 3 N 


In all the Magnanimity of Thought 
Reſolves; and re: ſolves: then dies the fame. 


| And why ? Beckie be thinks himſelf Immortal : 

All Men think all Men Mortal, but themſelves; _ 
Themſelves, when ſome alarming Shock of Fate 4 
Strikes thro' their wounded Hearts the ſuddain Dread 
But their Hearts wounded, like the wounded Air, 
Soon cloſe, where paſt the Shaft, no Trace is found: ö 
As from the Wing no Scar the Sky retains ; | 34 

The parted Wave no Furrow from the K 
so dies in Human Hearts the Thought of Death : | 3 
Even wich the tender Tear which Nature ſheds 
Oer 
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Can I forget Philander ? that were ſtrange ; 


O my full Heart! But 
Lark liſten to my 
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The longeſt Night, tho' Io 
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THEN the Cock crew, he wept "mots 

by that Eye, 

Which looks on me, on All: That Pow'r, who bids 

This Midnight Centinel with Clarion fhrill, 

Emblem of that which-ſhall awake the Dead, 

Rouze Souls from Slumber, into Thoughts of Heaven, 

Shall I too weep? Where then is Fortitude? 

And Fortitude abanidon'd, where is Man 7 : 

I know the Terms on which He ſees the Light; ; 

He that is born, is lifted : Life is is War; 0 

Eternal War with Woe : who bears it beſt, 

Deſerves it leaſt. — other Themes I'll dwell. 
Where moſt is need. Themes, too, the genuine 

Of dear Philander's Duſt. He, thus, tho' dead 

May ſtill befriend —— What a Time s wondrous 

Price, | 

Death, Friendſhip, and Philander s * Scene. 

Themes meet for Man ! and meet at ev*ry Hour, 

But moſt as This, at Midnight ever clad 

In Deatb's own Sables ; ſilent as his Realms; 
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And prone to weep z- proſuſe of dewy 2 
O'er Nature, in her temporary Tomb. = 


He mourns the Dead, who lives as they deſire. | 51 
Where is that Thrift, that Avarice of TIME, | 
(Bleft Avarice!) which the Thought of Death ups 1 
O Dime! than Gold more ſacred; more a Load . 
Than Lead, to Fools; and Fools reputed Wiſe. 
What Moment granted Man without Account? 
What Years are ſquander'd, Wiſdom's Debt unpaid? | 
Haſte, haſte, He lies in wait, He's at the Door, Fg: 
Infidious Death! ſhould his ſtrong Hand arreſt, 
No Compoſition ſets the Priſoner free. $15 66h, 
Eternity's inexorable Chain 
Faſt binds; and Vengeance claims the full Auear. 


How late I ſhudder'd on the brink ? How late 
Life call*d for her laſt Refuge i in Deſpair? 4 
That Time is mine, O Mead! to Thee oe; | 
Fain would I pay thee with Eternity: f 
But ill my Genius anſwers my Deſe; 
Accept the Will; It dies not with my Strain. 1 
For what calls 9 Diſeaſe Lorenzo i not METS 
For Eſculapian, but for Moral Aid. 1 
Thou think'ſt it Folly to be wiſe 5 | 
Youth is not rich in Time; it may be, poor: 

Part with it as with Money, ſparing ; pay 

No Moment, but in Purchaſe of its Worth: | 
And what its Worth, aſk Death-beds; they can en. ik 
Part with it as with Life, reluctant; big 1. 
With holy Hope of nobler Time to come: 

Time higher-aim'd, ſtill nearer the great Mark | 


Of Men and Angels; Virtue more divine. Send 
))) == 0000 
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Is this our Duty, Wiſdom, Glory, Gain? 

And ſport we like the Natives of the Bough, , NN 

When vernal Suns inſpire? Amuſement reigns 

Man's great Demand: To trifle is to live: 

And is it then a Trifle, too, to die? — 

Who wants Amuſement in the F lame of Battle? * 

Is it not Treaſon, to the Soul immortal, 

Her Foes in Arms, Eternity the Prize? | 5 

Will Toys amuſe, when Med'cines cannot cure e? 

When Spirits ebb, when Life's inchanting Scenes 

Their Luſtre loſe, and leſſen in our Sight, | 

Will Toys amuſe?—No : Thrones will then be Toys, 
And Earth and Skies ſeem Duſt upan the Scale. . | 


Redeem we Time?----its Loſs we dearly buy: 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd Sports ? 
He pleads Time's numerous Blanks; he loudly pleads 
The ftraw-like T; rifles, on Life's common Stream. 
From whom thoſe Blanls and 7 rifles, but from thee? | 


No Blank, no Trifle Nature made, or meant. 


Virtue, or purpos d Virtue ftill be Thine : Reb 
This cancels thy Complaint at once; This leaves 
In 42 no Trifle, and no Blant in Time. | 
This greatens, fills, immortalizes All: 

This, the good Heart's Prerogative to raiſe 
A royal Tribute, from the pooreſt Hours. 
Immenſe Revenue every Moment Pays. _ | 

If nothing more than Purpoſe i in thy Power, 5 5 
Thy Purpoſe firm, is equal to the Deed: _ 
Who does the beſ his Circumſtance allows, . NS 
Does well, acts 2904 Angel could no o more, 3 


. * 2 Z | p 
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. well thy rere our nen ate heard in 
Heaven. 101 150 1 aotb1 ak . $=W 35 ky 
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| on all- important Time, Abbt every "Age, 3 
Tho much, and warm, the Wiſe have urg d; the Man, 


G a. 
Ft 1s 
b i I << 


Is yet 3 who daly weighs an Hour. fx 5 


Had bei Eiger i Se 3 
Of Rome ſay, rather, Lord of Human A 5 TY 
He ſpoke, as if deputed by Mankind. 
So ſhould all ſpeak : ſo Reaſon ſpeaks in 1 
From the ſoft Whiſpers of that God in Man, "rf 8 27 
Why fly to Folly, why to Frenzy ED 94A 
For Reſcue from the Bleſing we poſſeſ ?: 
Time, the Supreme l Time is Eternit: 
Pregnant with all Eternity can gives * 
Pregnant with all, that makes Arc-Ange nie: » 2 7 
: Who murders Time, He craſhes in the Birth 
A Pow'r Ethereal, only aut Ador' d. dad e 0s A d ia 


Ah! how unjuſt to Nature, and Himſelf, © * wit 


2 


Is thoughtlefs, thankleG, inconſitent Mann: 
Like Children babling Nonſenſe in their Sports, 
We cenſure Nature for a Span too ſhort; 
That Span too ſhort, we tax as tedious too: - 

Torture Invention, all Expedients tire, 1 A 


To laſh the ling*ring Moments into 4. 
And whirl us (happy Riddance I) from ourſelves. 
Art, brainleſs Art] our furious Charioter 
Drives headlong towards the Precipice of Dem. | 


Lan l ee. * * 
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Death, moſt our Mead? Death chu more c 
| male ble n 730 
o ade f Ab bree; ad iv _ : 25 4 2 
Leifure is Pain; As Pd Choy tee; | 
How heavily we dragg the Load of Life? _ 
Vet xhen Death kindly tenders us Relief, io 
We call him ernel . 3 
Ages to Vears. 0 The Teleſcope is turn d. ag 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his Wings, 
And ſeems to creep, decrepit with his Age; 
| Behold him, when paſt by ; What then is ſeen . 
But his broad Pinions ſwiſter than the Winds? 
And all Mankind, r 
Ruefull, aghaſt! cry out at his Career. 


We throw away our Suns, ee — 

And not to lighs ue, on our Way to cen N 

Whoſe Luſtre turns / Luſtre into Shade. 

We waſte; not 2% our Time: ee ge not . 

_ Time waſt ed is Exiſtence, us'd is Life: e 
And bare Exiftence, Man, hoe” 8 
Wrings, and appreſſes with enormous Weight. 3 
And why ? ſince Time was given for Uſe, not Waſte, 
Enjoin'd to fly, with Tempeſt, Tide, and Stars, . 
To keep his Speed, nor ever wait for Mann 
Time's Uſe was doom'd a Pleaſure ; Waſte, a Bel 
That Man might feel his Error, if unſeen ;. . 
And, aalen fly to Labour for his Cure. ape 5 


re, then, the Riddle, eee unfolds;-" -- 

Ware ere rt when Man turns a Fool. * 
We rave, we wrelile with Great Nature's P 
228 1 5 1 „„ 


* 
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We thwart the Deity; and tis decreed, e no 01 
Who thwart His Will, * contradict their own, m104T 
Hence our unnatural Quarre wikis: 148 3 
Our Thoughts at — our Boſom-broil; ,c- 
Life we think long, and ſhort ; Death ſeek, and hams | 
Oh the dark Days of Vanity! while Here, ö 
How Taſtleſs? and how Terrible, when gone? 
Gone? they ne'er go; when paſt, . ſtill; 
The Spirit walks of ev'ry. Day deceas d, e 1 0 
And ſmiles an Angel; or a Fury frowns. tes * 
Nor Death, nor Life delight us. If 33 188 1 
And Time pee, both pain us, what can ee ; 
That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, 
Time ut d. The Man who eee his Howes 
By vigorous Er; and an honeſt Am 
At ee „ 
He walks with Natures" and her Paths are Peace. ny 
DA 


Our Error” 5 Cauſe, Ind 'Gure 1 are Toa: See bert 
Time's Narure, Origin, bnportance, Speed); 5 
And thy great Gain from urging his Career. 7 4 : 4 _ 
He looks on Time, as nothing. Nothing "te 
Is truly Man's; tis Fortune 's.---Time" SA God. 

FHaſt Thou ne'er heard of T;me's SRL, 


2 For, or againſt, what Wonders can He 5, is 1 var 
And vill: To fland blank Meurer He diſdains. ; 
Not on #hbo/ſe Terms was Time, 3 8 e !) * 
On his important Embaſſy to Man. N 
When the Dread S1re, on ee ene 12 1 
And big with . Joy BUG: wer 


Call'd forth Creation, (for then Time was . AT 
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Net on eee den af Heer, 
From old.Etetnity's myſterious Orb. is N 
Was Time ae tn end beneath the flies 3 0 % maſs 
The Skies, which warck him ee. L = 
Meaſuring his Motions by revolving Spheres : | 
Hours, Vas a Vain, is ou 
play, 7 ; 
Likib amore Widge, 1 ode fix: | 
Or, rather, a; wes; tha Hap: 
His ample Pinions, ſwift as darted Flame, 
To gain his Goal, 19 reac hy de Rl, 14 
And join anew: Cra his Sire; | 
When Worlds, has coane ki Circle now, king's 
(Fate the load Signal ſounding} headlony niſh 
To timels Nighe and Chaos, whencs they roſe. 
Why ſpur the ſpeedy f why with Levities - 
New te ee or Tas hens: ft 
Man flies from Tame, and Time from Man: too ſoon, . 
In ſad Divorce, this double Flight wut end; ., 


FO, 


ot 
. fa 
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And then, where are we? where Lorenzo / chen, 


Thy Sports 2? thy Pomps?----I, grant thee, i in a d. 
Not Unambitious; in the Hd Shroud, - 

Thy Parian Tomb's te Arch Cath, 

Has Death his Fopperies ? then well may Up. 

Put on her Plume, and in her Rainbow ſhine. 


1 Ye Lilies of our Land!” 
Ye Lilies Male] who neither toil, 1 
Ye Delicate l whornothing can ſupport, 
Vourſelves moſt inſuppiortable l for w * 
The — the Bm pat. 73 


? * , 
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Favenius breathe Mn Loder, or Be cd: T utT 
And Other ——— ah:Shmy:/ | 
And Nobes, and Notions, eng eh, lar 
Ye who for every Bawble, cnll a,, 75 

rs men . Dutt 
Of a ſhort Winter's Dey; tay, "Sages! "fi 
Wit's nana ul "7 WE. 


| Mirth mourns Dreams vaniſh ; ere, 
0 Treachgraus Conſcience! while he ſeems 0 lp. 


On Roſe and. Muri le, Jull'd with. Syren Song 3 + 
While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her Charge, — v 
. r e 1 
The ſly Informer minutes every Faule. 
And her dread Diary with Horror fills: 


| Not the-grols/49-alone employs her Pen 
Our dawning Purpoſes ef Heartthe”explores, © 
Unnoted, notes aach Moment miſapply*d;- 125 
In Leaves more durable than Leaves of Bras, ö Tm 
Writes our whole Hiſtory ; Ser dur e eck 

In every pale Delinquent's private Ear Hg 

And Judgment publiſh: Publiſn — K ae 
Than this; and endleſs Age in Grouns reſound;” | © | 
And think ſt thou- Rill thou-canſt be wiſe tor , 


Time flies, Prach yes, 'Knells call, Heaven invites | 


 Hell-threatens; All exens; } HOY ores ' 1 E 


* 2 
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And is there in 2 
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This Tumult Univerſal, wing'd- Diſpatch, - n 
And anden Energy, ſupinely yam r- 
Br ſleeps; and Man alone; and Mon, whols Fas, | 
Fate irreverſible, entire, extreme, - 

Endleſs, hair-hung, breeze-ſhaker denn 
A Moment trembles; drops: . e 
All elſe is in alarm: Man, the ſole Cauſe - 

Storm and yet s 


As the Storm rock d to Reſt. Throw Vears ide FI 


Throw Empires . Moments ſeine, ; 
When World want Wealth to buy. Bia Dey fland cl 
Fate's haſty Prey; Tiplore hho, reimport | 
| ThePeriod paſt; regive the given Hour. i 
2 more thin Miracles we want: >. n ang 
Lem . . os 


T 


75d is Yofterdey retura'ds Ss. 
Full-power'd to cancel, expiate, riſe, a 9 


And eee ee Un 4562.1 of 


Let itz not ſhare its redece : 8 Fate; 0 
Nor, like its elder Siters,: die a * 


Shall it evaporate in Fume ? Fly off 


Fuliginous, and tain us deeper ſtill? 
Shall we be poorer for the Plenty pour'd? 
More wretched for ge * of Heaven? 


a *. 


Where ſhall I fd kim? Angels! tel a: 
You know. Him; He is near you; Point him out; | 
Shall I ſee Glories beaming from his Brow? 


3 + 
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Or trace his Footſteps by the riſing Flow'rs? _ 
Your Golden Wings, ow hoy'ring o'er him ſhed 
Protection; now, are waving in Applauſe _ 

To that bleſt Son of Foreſight! Lord of Fate! 

That awful Independent on To-morrow ! © 

Whoſe Work is done; who triumphs in the Paſt ; 
Nor like the Parthian wound him as they fly; 
That common, but opprobrious Lot! Paſt Hours 
If not by Guilt, yet wound us by their Flight, 
If Folly bounds our Proſpect by the Grave; 

All Feeling of Futurity benumb'd ; © 

All God-like Paſſion for Eternals quencht ; | 

All Reliſh of Realities expir d; | 

Renounc'd all Correſpondence with the Skies 
Our Freedom chain'd ; quite wingleſs our Deſire; 
In Senſe dark-priſon'd All that ought to ſoar, 

_ Prone to the Center, crawling i in the Duſt; 
Diſmounted every Great and Glorious Aim; 5 
Embruted every Faculty divine; | 
Fleart· buried in the Rubbiſh of the World: 
The World, that Gulph of Souls, immortal Souls, 
Souls elevate, Angelick, wing d with Fire 

To reach the diſtant Skies, and triumph there | 
On Thrones, which ſhallnot mourn their Maſterschang'd, | 
Tho” We from Earth ; Ethereal, They that fell. | 
Such Veneration due, 0 Man, to Man. 


Who venerate themſelves, the World despite. 
For what, gay Friend] is this eſcutcheon d World, 
Which hangs out D ERA T H in one eternal Night? 


A Night, that glooms us in the Noon-tide Ray, | 
9 3 And 


— ER 


P 2% 
E 
| 
| 
4 
g 


The Sun is Darkneſs, and the Stars are Duſt. 


Their Anſwers form what Men F 


| ; 1 
* 
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And wraps our Thought, at Banquets, r Shroud. 


Life's little Stage is a ſmall Eminence, 
Inch-high the Grave above; that Home of Man, 
Where dwells the Multitude ; we gaze around, 
We read their Monuments; we figh ; and while 


i 


Me ſigh, wefink ; and are what we 1 nl x 


Lamenting, or Lamented all our Löt! 
Is Death at Diftance ? No: Dee 
And given ſure Earneſt of his final Blow. 25 


Thoſe Hours which lately ſimil'd, where are they now? 


Pallid to Thought, and ghaftly ! drown'd, all drown'd | 


In that great Deep, which nothing diſembogues; 
And, dying, they bequeath'd the ſmall Renown: 


The Reſt are on the Wing: Fran 
Already has the fata! Train took Fire; i I FERN 


4 


A Moment, and the World's blown up 7 . . 


** 
7 
S® 


Tis greatly wiſe now with our paſt 8 . 
And aſk them, what Report they bore to Heaven: 
And how they might have en ee welcome News. 


I 
2 2 2 + © 
x] "= 


If Wiſdem's Friend, her beſt; if not, worlt Fe op. 1.44 
O reconcile them ; kind E xperience cries, 
“There's nothing here, but what as wothing 8 z 
4. The more our Joy, the more we know it Vain; Vh 
FP And by Succeſs are tutor d to Deſpair.” 0 BH 
Nor is it only thus, but muſt be ſo: „ 
Who knows not this, tho' Grey, is Rill a Child; 
Looſe then from Earth the Graſp of fond Dene, 
u 2 ans ſome ** a. ee, 


> 
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Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 
Nor give thy Thoughts a Ply to future Scenes? 
Since, by Life's paſſing Breath, blown up from Earth, 
Light, as the Summer's Duſt, we take in Air 
A Moment's giddy Flight; and fall again; 
Join the dull Maſs, increaſe the trodden Soil, 
And ſleep till Earth herſelf ſhall be no more; | 
Since Then {as Emmets their ſmall World o'erthrown} 
We, ſore-amaz'd, from out Earth's Ruins crawl, 
And riſe to Fate extreme, of Foul or Fair, 


| As Man's own Choice, Controuler of the Skies ! 

As Man's deſpotick Will, perhaps one Hour, 
(O how Omnipotent is Time !) decrees ; F 
Sbould not each Warning give a ſtrong Alarm ? | 


arning, far leſs than that of Boſom torn. _ 


2 From Boſom, bleeding o'er the ſacred Dead? 


Should not each Dial ſtrike us as we pals, 


: Portentous, as the written Wall, which ſtruck, 


O'er midnight Bowls, the proud Arian pale, 


_ Fer while, high fluſnt with Inſolence, and Wine ? 


Like That, the Dial ſpeaks ; and points to thee ; 


Loth as thou art to break the Banquet up. 


O Man, thy Kingdom i is departing from thee 3 | 
© And while it laſts, is emptier than my Shade. by 


Its filent Language, ſuch ; nor needſt thou all 


Thy Magi, to decypher what it means. 
Know ; like the Median, Fate is in thy Walls: . 


Man's Make incloſes the ſure Seeds of Death; 


Life feeds the Murderer : Ingrate he thrives 
On her own Meal; and then his Nurſe Devours. 


X 2 | That 
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| That Solar Shadow, as it meaſures Life, 

It Life reſembles too : Life ſpeeds away 
From Point to Point, tho' ſeeming to ſtand ſtill: 
The cunning Fugitive is ſwift by Stealth ; | 
Too ſubtle is the Movement to be ſeen, 

Vet ſoon Man's Hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our Danger, Gnomons, Time 3 
As theſe are uſeleſs when the Sun is ſet; _ 
So thoſe, but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines. 
Reaſon ſhould judge in all : in Reaſon's Eye, 
That Sedentary Shadow travels hard: 

But ſuch our Gravitation to the Wrong, | | 
So prone our Hearts to whiſper what we win, 
That all Mankind miſtake their Time of Da; 
Even Age itſelf: Freſh Hopes are hourly ſown - 
In furrow'd Brows. So gentle Life's Deſcent, 
We ſhut our Eyes, and think it is a Plain: 
We take fair Days in Winter, for the Spring : - 
We turn our Bleſlings i into Bane ; ſinee oft 5 i 
Man muſt compute that Age He calmot i 
He ſcarce believes He's older for his Years. _ 7 he 5 
Thus, at Life's lateſt Eve, we keep in Store | 
One Diſappointment ſure, to crown the Reſt ; 


e Togo, | 


On This, or Similar,  Philander ! Thou 
Whoſe Mind was Moral, as the Preacher's Tongue 2 . 
And ſtrong, to wield all Science, worth the Name; 
How often we talk'd down the Summer's Sun, | 
And cool'd our Paſſions by the breezy Stream? 

How often thaw*d, and ſhortned Winter's Eve, 


* 
K 


By 
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By Conffict Kind, chat ſtruck our latent Truth z 

' Beſt found, ſo ſought ; to the Recluſe more Coy? 

Thoughts diſentangle paſſing o'er the Lip; 

Clean runs the Thread; if not, tis thrown away, 

Or kept to tie up Nonſenſe for a Song; 

Song, faſhionably fruitleſs ! ſuch as ſtains 

The Fancy, and unhallow'd Paſſion fires ; 

Chiming her Saints to Gtherea's Fane. © 


Haſt thou no Friend to ſet thy Mind 8 

Good Senſe will ſtagnate: Thoughts ſhut up want Air, 
And ſpoil, like Bales unopen'd to the Sun. 

Had Thought been All, ſweet Speech had been 13 5 

Speech, Thought's Canal! Speech, Thought's Criterion 

„ | | | „ 

Thought in the Mine, may come forth Gold or Droſs; 

When coin' d i in Word, we know its real Worth. | 

If. Sterling ; ſtore it for thy future Uſe: _ 

Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more poſleſt ; 

Teaching, we learn ; and giving, we retain 

The Births of Intelle& : when dumb, forgot. 

Speech ventilates our Intellectual Fire; 

Speech burniſhes our Mental Magazine 

Brightens for Ornament; and whets for Uſe : _ } 

Tis Thought's Exchange, which like th' alternate Pal 

Of Waves conflicting, breaks the learned cum, 

And defecates the Students ſtanding Pool. 


In . is his proud Reſource ? 
Tis poor, as proud, by Converſe. anſuſtain'd ; 
Rude Thought runs wild in Contemplatian' s F ield . 
"I the Menage, breaks i it to the Bit. 


X 3 
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'Tis Converſe qualifies for Solitude; 
As Exerciſe, for Salutary Reſt. 
By That untutor'd, Contemplation raves 
A Lunar Prince; or famiſh'd Beggar dies; 
And Nature's Fool, by Wi i/dem's is outdone. © 


Wildem, tho? richer than Peruvian Mines, 
And ſweeter than the ſweet Ambroſial Hive, 
What is ſhe, but the Means of Happineſs ?- 
That unobtain'd, than Folly more a Fool; 
A melancholy Fool without her Bells: 
Friend#iþ the Means, and Friendſhip richly gives 
The precious End, which makes our Wiſdom wiſe. 
Celeſtial Happingſi, whene'er ſhe ftoops Ys 
To viſit Earth, One Shrine the Goddeſs finds, 
And One alone, to make her ſweet Amends 
For abſent Heaven, — the Boſom of a Friend; 
Beware the Counterſeit; In Paſtton's Flame 
Hearts melt; but melt like Ice, ſoon harder froze. 
- True Love ſtrikes Root in Reaſon ; Paſſion's Foe : 
Virtue alone entenders us for Life : L 
I wrong her much —entenders us for ever. 
Of Friend/oip's faireſt Fruits, the Fruit moſt fair | 
Is Virtue kindling at a Rival Fire, 
This carries Friendſhip to her Noon-tide Point, 


And gives the Rivet of Eternity. 


From Friendfbip which outlives my 1 EY 
Glorious Survivor of old Time, and Death! | 
From Friendſhip, thus, that Flow'r of Heavenly Seed, 
The Wiſe draw Wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling Joys ; 
0 Store it in the Soul's moſt Golden "_ 155 8 
Bu 


Love, and Love only, is the Loan for Love. 
Deluſive Pride repreſs; nor hope to find 


| Yau ſee the Man; you fee his Hold on Heaven: 


— 


0 
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But for whom Bloſſoms this Ehfan Flower * 


Tho' choice of Follies faſten on the Great, 


None clings more obſtinate, than „ 
That ſacred Friendſhip is their eaſy Prey; 


Caught by the Wafture of a Golden Lure; 
Or Faſcination of a high-born Smile. oY 


Can Gold gain Friendſhip ? Impudence of Hope! | | 1 
As well meer Man an Angel might beget.  _, 


A Friend, but what has found a Friend in Thee. 
All like the Purchaſe, Few the Price will Pay 5 ; 
And this makes Friends ſuch Miracles below. 


A Friend is mhh af Einband vie; an an. | 
* Poor is the Friendleſs Maſter of a World : 
*©_A World in Purchaſe for a Friend is Gain.“ 


8o ſung He (Angels hear that Angel ſing! 


Angels from Friendſhip gather Half their Joy.) 


So ſung Philander, Let me paint that Scene! 
Is it his Deathbed ? No ; It is his Shrine; 
Behold him, there, juſt rifing to a Gov. 


- The Chamber where the Goodman meets his Fate, | 
Ts privileg'd beyond the common Walk - | 

Of wirtuous Life, quite in the Verge of Heaven; 

Fly, ye Profane ! or elſe draw near with Awe, 

For, Here, reſiſtleſs Demonſtration dwells ; 


Here tir d Diſſimulation drops her Maſque, 


Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 


— Heaven 


— ůů x 
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Heaven waits not the laſt Moment, owns her Friends 
On this Side Death ; e 0904 eee 
A Lecture, ſilent, but of ſovereign Po-Wr! 

To Vice, Confuſion ; and to Virtue, Peace. 


Whatever Farce the boaſtful Hero plays, No 

Firtue alone has Majeſty i in Death ; 6 
And greater ſtill, the more the Tyrant frowns. 1 
Philander ! He ſeverely frown'd on The. 
No Warning given Unceremonious Fate! 8 

« A ſudden Ruſh from Life's meridian ove tc _.- 

A reſtleſs Bed of Pain ! a Plunge opaque 

155 Beyond Conjecture Feeble Nature's Dread! . 

« Strong Reaſon's Shudder at the Dark Unknown 1 

« A Sun extinguiſh ! ! ajuſt opening Grave! 

« And oh the laſt, laſt; what? (can Words expreſs ? 
46 Thought reach ?)- the laſt, laſt — Silence of a Friend ! oY 


Thro' N 8 weck, thro' 1 95 
Like the Stars ſtruggling thro? this Midnight Gloom, 
What Gleams of Joy ? What mote than Human Peace ? 
| Where the frail Mortal ? the poor abje& Worm? 

No, not in Death, the Mortal to be found. =» 

His Comforters. He comforts ; Great in Ruin, 
With unreluctant Grandeur, giues, not yields 
His Soul Sublime ; and cloſes with his Fate. | 
How our Hearts burnt within us at the Scene ? 
| Whence, This brave Bound o er Limits fixt to Man N 
His Gov ſuſtains him in his final Hour: 

His final Hour brings Glory to his Gov, | 
Man's Glory Heayen vouchſafes to call her own. 
We gaze 3 we-weep ; mixt Tears of Grief and for? -- 


Amaze- 
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a Strikes! Devotion burſts to Flame 
Chriſtians Adore! and Infidels Believe. | 


As ſome tall Tow'r, or lofty Mountain's Brow,” 
Detains the Sun, Illuſtrious from its Height; ; 
While rifing Vapours, and deſcending Shades, 
With Damps, and Darkneſs drown the ſpatious Vale: : 
Undampt by Doubt, Undarken'd by Deſpair, 
Pbilander, thus, auguſtly rears his Head, 
At that Black Hour, which General Horror ſheds _ 
On the Low Level of th' Inglorious Throng : + 
Sweet Peace, and Heavenly Hope, and humble * | 
Divinely Beam on his exalted Soul; 
Deſtruction gild, and crown him for the Skies, 

Life take REF Cones: E for ſuch an End! 
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ow. PR on ee Breaſt of Man 
The Dread of Death? I ſing its fov"reign G 


Why fart at Death? Where i is he? Death arrly'd, 
Is paſt; not come, or gone, He's never here. | 
Eber Hope; Senſation fails; Black-boding Mann 
Receives, not ſuffers Death's tremendous Blow.” © © 
The Knell, the Shroud, the Mattock, and the Grave; 
The deep damp Vault, the Darkneſs, and the Worm; 

Theſe are the Bugbeats of a Winter's and 2 
The Terrors of the Living, not the Dead. 2 
Imagination's Fool, and Error's Wretch, bs *. 
Man makes a Death, La e made: 9 

Then on the Point of his own Fancy 8 

And ſeels a thouſand Deaths, in Fearing one. 


1H Bat was Death rightful Whit has Are to fear? 

If prudent, Age ſhould meet the friendly Foe, 

And ſhelter in his hoſpitable Gloom. 

I ſcarce can meet a Monument, but holds 

My Younger ; every Date, cties——** Come away.” 
And what recalls me r look the World around, 

And tell me what : the Wiſeſt cannot tell. 

Should any born of Woman give his Thought 


To puſh me dem. the Scene, or hiſs ochre, 
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Full range, on juſt Diſks unbounded Field ; © 
Of Things, the Vanity ; of Men, the Flaws ; 
Flaws in the Beſt; the Many, Flaw all o LY 2m Land 


As Leopards ſpotted, or as Erzieher, datk ; en att 


Vivacious 7// ; Good dying mature: 
And at its Death bequeathing endleſs Pain; 
His Heart, tho* bold, would ficken at the Sigh, 


Aud pens ey Sighs, for future Scenes, | 17 a 
1 alot rf. NP 
But grant to Life ſome Tad of Jonas. 5 
A Time there is, when like a thrice · told r. fi 
Long. rifled Life of Sweet can yield no more, 
But from our Comment on the Comedy, , 

Pleaſing Refe#ions on Parts well-ſuſtain'd, ? 5 
55 purpos'd Emenda dations where we mm bl 

Or Hopes of Plaudits from our candid Judge, © bee 

When, on their Exit, Souls are bid unrobe, e 
And drop this Mas Flt behind the Scene.” cachar 

v 3 


With me, that Time is come „pf Niall indeqds "I 


A new World riſes, and new: Manoers nigh... 15 2077 


Foreign Comedia, a ſpruce Band I arrive. 4 
| pr eee oo the, trangers 
Of loit? ring here, TP Death defrauded tang; „ 85 2 
Of old ſo gracious, {and let that ſuffice) 1 55 
My very ne knows 1 me not. ry" 4s ah had 


ORE 2 Sh 8. 1 


The World's a Lately Bark, 3 
With Pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our Peril: 


5 on a ſingle Plank, m me 
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I hear the Tumult of the diſtant Throng,. 

As that of Seas remote, or dying Storm:; 
And meditate on Scenes, more filent till; . 
, Purſue my Theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 5 
Here, like a Shepherd gazing from his Hut, 

| Touching his Reed, or ing. bis Staff, 

Eager Ambition's fiery Chace I ſee; 

I ſee the circling Hunt, of noiſy Men, 8 
Burſt Laws Encloſure, leap the Mounds of Right, 
Purſuing and purſued, each other's Prey; 3 
As Wolves, for Rapine; as the Fox, for Wiles; 
Til Death, that mighty Aer, "earths them * 


Why all this Toil for Tais af on Hour? 
What, tho' we wade in Wealth, or ſoar in Fame? | 
Earth's higeſt Station ends i in“ Here he les, 2. . 
And © Duſt to Duſt” concludes her mebleſt Fong... 
. "BT this Song lives, Poſterity ſhall know 
One, tho? in Britain born, with 8 bred, 
Who thought even Fa might come a Day too . 
Nor on his ſubtle I Denthbos) e — * 


ation deeming "on to 6 dis x 


| . 7 
| Guilt's Blunder! and the beate Laugh © of Hell 5 
| 2 | 4 


O my Coinals! Remnants of yourſelves! | 
Poor human Ruins, tott ' ring o'er the Grave! 
Shall we, ſhall aged Men, like ; aged Trees, 
| Strike deeper their vile Root, 3 
Still more enam ef c ee en? 


Shall our pale, wither'd Hands be fill fretch'd out © 5 


Trembling, at once, with Eagerneſs and Age ? 8 
» E234 : "0 | | k jo 1 
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With Avarice, and Convulſions graſping hard? 


* Graſping at Air! for what has Earth beſide? 
Man wants but Little; nor that Little, long; 
How ſoon muſt he reſign his very Duſt; _ 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an Hour? 
Years unexperienc'd ruſh on numerous 1Ills 


And ſoon as Man, expert from Time, has found 


: The * of Life, it opes the Gates of Death. 


When in this Vale of Years I bikes look. 
And miſs ſuch Numbers, Numbers too of ſuck, 
Firmer in Health, and yreener in their Age, 
And ſtricter on their Guard, and fitter far 
To play Life's ſubtle Game, I ſcarce believe 
_ I ſtill ſurvive; and am I fond of Life, Ft. 
Who ſcarce can think in poſſible, I live? 
Alive by Miracle! or, what is next, 

Alive by Mead! If I am ſtill alive, 

Who long have bury'd what gives Life to live, 
Firmneſs of Nerve, and Energy of Thought. 
Life's Lee is not more ſhallow, than impare, 


And vapid; Stnſe, and Reaſon ſhow the Door, 


Call for my Bier, and point me to the Duſt. 


O thou great Arbiter of Life and Death! | 
Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun! 
Whole all-prolific Beam, late call'd me ſortk 


From Darkneſs, teeming Darkneſs, where I lay | 


The Worms inferior, and, in Rank, beneath 
The Duſt I tread on, high to bear my Brow, 
To drink the Spirit of the Golden Day, 
And triumph in Exiſtence; and could'ſt know 


y 
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| No Motive, but my Bliſs ; and haſt ordain d 
A Riſe in Blefling ! with the Patriarch's Joy, - 


5 Thy Call I follow to the Land unknown; 


I truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt; Be 
Or Life, or Death, is equal; neither weighs, ” | 
All Weight in this----- O let me live to Thee! Z 


Tho' Nature": s Terrors, thus, may be repreſt; _ 
Still frowns grim Death ; nr point the Tyrant 8 


Spear. 1 „ 
And wha all human Guilt? from Death rogue. 
Ah me! too long I ſet at nought the Swarm 
Of friendly Warnings, which around meflew, 
And ſmil'd unſmitten: Small my Cauſe to ſmile ! 
| Death's Admonitions, like Shafts upwards ſhot, 
More dreadful by. Delay, the longer e'er 
They ſtrike our Hearts, the deeper is their Wound. ; 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! bere it ſtings; 
Who can appeaſe its|Anguiſh ? how it burns? 
What Hand the bard'd, than net can 
| draw? 15 EY 
What healing Hand can pour the Balm of Peace? 
And turn my Sight undaunted on the Tomb? 


With Joy,- with Grief, chat healing Hand 1 ſee; I: 
Ah! too conſpicuous! It is fix d on high? . 
On high ?--What means my Frenzy ? I blaſpheme 
Alas! how low ? how far beneath the Skies? | 
The Skies it form'd ; and now it bleeds for me — 
But bleeds the Balm I want - yet ſtill it Bleed ; 
Draw the dire Steel Ah no!—the dreadful Bling ; 


; 
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There hangs all human Hope: That Nail ſupports 
Our falling Univerſe: That gone, arg 
Horror receives us, and the diſmal Wiſh 1 
Creation had been ſmother'd in her Birth--- 

Darkneſs His Curtain, and His Bed the Duſt; 

When Stars and Sun are Duſt beneath his Throne! 
In Heaven itſelf can ſach Indulgence dwell ? 

O what a Groan was there? A Groan nor His, 

He ſeiz'd our dreadful Right, the Load ſuſtain'd; 


And heav'd the Mountain from a guilty World. 


A thouſand Worlds / bought, were bought too dear, 
Senſations ac, in Angels Boſoms riſe ; 
_ Suſpend their Song; and make a Pauſe i in BliG. 


O for their Song to reach my lofty Theme! 
Inſpire me Night ! with all thy tuneful Spheres! 
Much rather Thou / who doſt thoſe Spheres inſpire ; ; 

Left I blaſpheme my Subject with my Song. 

Shall Pagan Pages glow celeſtial Flame, „ 
And Chriſtian, languiſh ? On our Hearts, not Heads, 
Falls the foul Infamy : My Heart ! awake, | 
Feel the great Truths, which burſt the tenfold Night 

Of Heathen Error, with a golden Flood | 
Of endleſs Day: To feel, is to be fired ; | 
And to believe, Lorem! is to feel. | 


— 


Thou moſt indulgent, moſt tremendous power! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wondrous Love 
That arms, with Awe more awful, thy Commands; 
And foul Tranſgreſſion dips in ſevenfold Night. | 
How our Hearts tremble at thy Love immenſe ? 

In Love immenſe,  Inviolably Juſt! N 
"ll Sno. 
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Thou, rather than thy Juice ſhou'd be ſtain d., 
Didſt ſtain the Groſs 3; and Work of Wonders, far 
The greateſt, that thy Deareſt far, might bleed. 


O'er Guilt, (how mountainous ?) with outſtrecht Arms, 


Stern Juſtice, and ſoft · ſmiling Lowe, embrace, | 
Supporting, in full Majeſty, thy Throne, A 
When ſeem'd its Majeſty to need Support, | 
Or That, or Man inevitably loſt? 
What, but the F athomleſs of Thought divine, 
Cou'd labour ſuch Expedient from Deſpair, - 
And reſcue both? Both reſcue ! Both exalt ! 

O how are both exalted by the Deed? 

The wond'rous Deed! or ſhall Leall it more? 
A Wonder in Omnipòtence itſelf! | 
A Myttery, no leſs to Gods than Men! 45 


N ot, thus, our Infidels th E 8 draw, 
A Gov all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, i f | 
Full-Orb'd, in his whole Round of Rays complent: : 
They ſet at odds Heaven's jarring . Attributes ; 
Maim Heaven's Perfection, break its equal Beams, 
Bid Mercy triumph over Go Himſelf, | 
Unedify'd by their opprobrious Praiſe : 7 
A Gop All Mercy, is a Go unjuſt. 


| Ye brainleſs Wits! ye | baptiz'd Infidels! 


The Ranſom was paid down; the Fund of Heaven, 


Amazing, and amaz'd, rour'd forth the Price, 
All Price beyond: Tho? curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to caſt the mighty Sum : 

Its Value vaſt ungraſpt by Minds Create, | 

For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme. 


And 


Mon AL and SACRED Po RMS. 26g | 

And was the Ranſom paid? It was: and gois. | | 
(What can exalt the Bounty more?) for Tos. 
The Sun- beheld it No, the ſhocking Scene 
| Drove back his Chariot; Midnight veil'd his Face; 
Not ſuch as This; not ſuch as Nature makes; 
A Midnight, Nature ſhudder'd to behold; 
Sus didft thou fly thy Maker's Pain? or n | 
At that enormous Load of human Guilt, 10 | 
Which bow'd his bleſſed Head; 0'erwhelm'd his Croſs g | | 
Made groan the Center ; burſt Earth's marble Womb, 
With Pangs, ſtrange Pangs ! deliver'd of her Dead: 
Hell howl'd ; and Heav'n that Hour let fall a Tear; 0 | 
 Heay'n wept, that Men might ſmile ! Heav'n bled, that | 
Might never die ! —— — 


What Heart of Stone, but glows a: Thoughts, like 9 
„ „ 
Such Contemplations mount us; 4 ſhou'd mount 
The Mind ſtill higher; nor ever glance on Man, 
Vnraptur' d, uninflam'd. Where rowl my Thoughts 
Jo reſt from Wonders? Other Wonders riſe, 
And ſtrike where er they rowl: My Soul is caught; 
Heav'n's ſovereign Bleflings cluſt' ring from the Croſs, 
Ruſh on her, in a Throng, and cloſe her round, 
The Priſoner of Amaze ! In His bleſt Life, 
I fee the Path, and in his Death, the Price, 
And in his great Accent, the Proof Supreme 
Of Immortality. And did he riſe? _ 
Hear, O ye Nations! hear it, O ye Dead! 
He roſe ! he roſe! he burſt the Bars of Death. 
. Taff up your Heads, ye everlaſting Gates 1 5 
5 | TY: And 
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| And give the King of Glory to come in- 
Who is the King of Glory? He Sis left 
His Throne of Glory, for the Pang of Death: 
Lift up your Heads, ye everlaſting Gates! 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 

Who is the King of Glory? He who flew x? 
The ravenous Foe, that gorg'd all human Race! 
The King of Glory, He, whoſe Glory fill d 
Heaven with Amazement at his Love to Man; 
And with Divine Complacency beheld 
Towers moſt illuminꝰd wilder'd in the Theme. 


The Theme, the Joy, how then ſhall Man ſuſtain > 


Oh the burſt Gates ! cruſh'd Sting ! demoliſh'd Throne! 


Laſt Gaſp! ! of vanquiſh'd Death. FRO rs and 
| r 
This Sum of Good, to Man: Whoſe Nature, en, 
Fook Wing, and mouyted with Him from the Tomb ? f 
Then, then, I roſe; and Man's Mortality 
Was, then, transfer'd to Death; then Heaven D. 
Vnalienably ſeal'd to this frail Frame, 1 
This Child of Duſt.— Man, all-· immortal ! Hail ; 
Hail, Heaven! all-laviſh of ſtrange Gifts to Man! 
'Thine all Bb Glory ; Man's the boundleſs Bliſs. 


Where am I rapt by this triumphant Theme, - 
On Chriſtian Joy's exulting Wing, above f 
Th' Aonian Mount? — Alas ſmall Cauſe for Joy! 
What if to Pain, immortal? If Extent 
Of Being, to preclude a Cloſe of Woe ? 

Where, then, my Boaſt of Immortality ? | 
I boaſt it ſtill, tho* cover'd o'er with Guilt ; | 
For Guilt, not Innocence, His Life He pour'd ; 
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If fick of- Folly, I relent; He writes e 12” 
My Name in Heaven, with. eee WW 
(A Spear deep - dipt in Blood !) which r * aue, I 
And open'd there a Font for all Mankind 430 
Who ſtrive, who combat Crimes, to drinks. ok hoe 44 
This, only this ſubdues the Fear of Death. | 


And what i is This ? Survey the i 8 
And at each Step, let higher Wonder riſe! 
Pardon for infinite Offence ! and Pardoœn 5 
- © Thro' Means, that ſpeaks its Value infinite! 
« A Pardon bought with Blood I with Blood Divine | 
„“ With Blood Divine of Him, I made my Foe 
© Perſiſted to provoke! tho* wood, and aw yi 
% Bleſt, and chaſtiz d, a flagrant Rebel ſtill! 
« A Rebel midſt the Thunders of his Throne! 
Nor I alone ! a Rebel Univerſe ! 
Bs Yet for the fouleſt of the Foul, He dies is 


Bound every Heart ! and every Boſom bum! 

Oh what a Scale of Miracles is here! 
Its loweſt Round, high-planted on the Skies; 
Its tow'ring Summit loſt beyond the Thought 

Of Man, or Angel: Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful Aſcent, with equal Praiſe ! 
Praiſe ! flow for ever, (if Aſtoniſhment 
Will give thee Leave) my Praiſe ! for ever flow ; 
Praiſe Ardent, Cordial, Canſtant, to High Heaven 
More fragrant, than Arabia ſacrific'd; | 
And all her ſpicy Mountains, in a F lame. 
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So dear, ſo due to Reva that Praife nt 
With her ſoft Plume, (from plauſive Angels Wing 
Firſt pluck'd by Man) to tickle mortal Ears ? 


2 ů — 


272 Mon At and SackeD Poems. 
Shall Prai/e her Odours waſte, on Virtue's dead, 
Embalni the Baſe, perfume the Stench of Guilt? _ 
Return, apoſtate Praiſe! Thou Vagabond! 
Thou Proftitute! to thy firſt Love return, 

Thy firſt, thy greateſt, once, unrivall'd Theme. 


There flow redundant ; ; like Meander flow, „ 

Baek to thy Fountain ; to that Parent power, os 
Who gives the Tongue to ſound, the Thought to ſoar, 
The Soul to Be. Men Homage pay to Men, 
Thoughtleſs beneath whoſe dreadful Eye they bow 
In mutual Awe profound, of Clay to Clay, 

Of Guilt to and turn their Backs on Thee, 
Great Sire ! whom Thrones celeſtial ceaſeleſs ws. Af | 
Oh the Preſumption, of Man's Awe for Man! 
Man's Author ! End! Reftorer ! Law i and judge! 
Thine, All; Day thine, and thine this Gloom of ihe, 
With all her Wealth, with all her radiant Worlds: 
What, Night eternal, but a Frown from Thee ? 
What, Heaven's meridian, Glory, but Thy Smile ? 
And ſhall not Praiſe be Thine ? not Human Praiſe? 
While Heaven's high Hoſt on Hallelujahs live? 


Oh may I breath, no longer, than Tbreath 
My Soul in Praife to him, who gave my SUL, | 
And all her Infinite of Proſpect fair, LLP 

Cut thro* the Shades of Hell, great Love ! by Thee 

Where ſhall that Praiſe begin, which ne'er ſhould end ? 

How is Night's fable Mantle labour'd o'er, 

How richly wrought, with Attributes divine? 

What mow ſhines ? what Love? "Fhis Addy 
Pomp. | 


1 
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This gorgeous Arch, with golden Worlds wage; 4 
Built with divine Ambition ! nought to ee | 
For Others this Profuſion : Thou, apart, * nd 
Above, Beyond ! oh tell me, mighty Mind 1 885 
Where art thou ? ſhall I dive into the Deep ? . x 
Call to the Sun, or aſk the roaring Winds, 
For their Creator? ſhall I queſtion loud | 
The Thunder, if in that th Almighty dwells? 
Or bolds he furious Storms in ſtreighten'd Reins, 
And bids fierce Whirlwind wheel his rapid Carr? 


What mean theſe Queſtions : trembling I retract; 
My proſtrate Soul adores the pręſent Gop; | 
Praiſe I a diftant Deity ? He tunes 

My Voice (if tun'd ;) the Nerve, that writes, 1 72 
Wrap'd i in his Being, I reſound his Praiſe: 1 

But tho' paſt A diffus d, without a Shore, 
His Eſſence; local is His Throne, (as meet) 
To gather the diſperſt (as Standers call 

The Liſted from afar) to fix a Point, 

A central Point, collective of his Sons, 
Since finite, ev'ry Nature, but his own. 


The nameleſs He, whoſe Nod is Nature's Birth 3 es 
And Nature's Shield, the Shadow of his Hand 
Her Diſſolution, his ſuſpended Smile; | 
The great Firf-Laft ! pavilion'd high he fits 
In Darkneſs, from exceflive Splendor, born, 
By Gods unſeen, unleſs, through Luſtre loſt, | 
His Glory, to created Glory, bright, N 
As that, to central Horrors; He looks down | 
On All that ſoars ; And ſpans Immenſity. | 


How. 
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How ſhall an Atom of this Atom- World, 

Mutter in Daft, and Sin, the Theme of Heaven? 
Yon Stars, tho* rich, what Droſs their Gold to Thee, 
Great! Good! Wiſe! Wonderful! 1 th 
If of thoſe conſcious Stars thy Throne around, p 
Praiſe ever-pouring, and imbibing Bliſs, 

I aſk their Strain; They want it, more they want 
Languid their Energy, their Ardour cold. 
Indebted fill, their higheſt Rapture burns; 

Short of i its Mark, Defective, tho? Divine. 


Still more —This Theme is Man's, and Man's alone; . 
Their vaſt Appointments reach it not; They fee 
On Earth a Bounty, not indulg d on high ; 
Aud downward look for Heaven's ſuperior Praiſe ! | 
Firſt-born of ther ! high in Fields of Light! 
View Man, to fee the Glory of your Gov! 

Ye ſung Creation, (for m that . | 
How roſe in Melody, the Child of Love? 
Creation's great Superiour, Man! is thine ; 

Thine is Redemption ; Eternize, the Song; 
Redemption twas Creation more Sublime; 

| Redemption! twas the Labour of the Skies; 

Far more than Labour It was Death in Heaven. 


Here pauſe, and ponder : Was there Death i in Heaven? 
What then on Earth? On Earth which ſtruck the Blow ? 
Who ſtruck it? Who ?—O how is Man enlarg d 
Seen thro* this Medium? How the Pigmy tow'rs ? 

How counterpois d his Origin from Duſt? 
How counterpois'd, to Duſt his ſad Return Y 
How voided his vaſt Diſtance from the Skies ? 


How near, he FW on the —_ Wiogt How 
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Of Guilt, and Clay condenſt, the Son of Heaven? 
The double Son; the Made, and the Re- made; 
And ſhall Heaven's double Property he loſt? 
Man's double Madneſs only can deſtro x. 
To Man the bleeding Croſs has promis d all; 
The bleeding Croſs has ſworn. eternal Grace: 
Who gave his Life, what Grace ſhall, He.deny-? ? 
O ye! who from this Rock of Ages, leg˖g˖g 
Diſdainful, plunging headlong in the Deep! i 
What cordial Joy, what Conſolation ſtrong 
Whatever Winds ariſe, or Billows rowl, 

Our Intereſt in the Maſter of the Storm? 

Cling. there, and in wreck' d Nature's Ruins ſmile ; 
While vile Apoſtates tremble in a Calm. 


Man! [Know thyſelf; all Wide centers here: 
To none Man ſeems ignoble, but to Man 
Angels that Grandure, Men o“ er-Iook, admire: | 
How long ſhall Human Nature be Their Book, 
Degenerate Mortal! and unread by Thee? | 
The Beam dim Reaſon ſheds ſhows: Wonders There; A 
What High Contents? | Hluſtrious - Faculties? 

But the grand Comment, which diſplays at full 

Our human Height, ſcarce ſever d from Divine, 
By Heaven compos d, was-publiſh'd on the Croſs! 


Who looks on that, and ſees not in himſelf 
An awful Stranger, a Terreſtrial Gon? | 
A glorious Partner with the Deity _ 

In that high Attribute, immortal Life 
I gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting Soul 82 
Catches ſtrange Fire, | Eternity! at the... Lom 
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How chang'd the Face of Nature ? how mig £7 
i What ſeem'd a Chaos, ſhines a glorious World, 
= Or, what a World, an Eden; 5 al! 
| It is another Scene! another Self! 
And ſtill another, as Time rolls along, 
And that a S, far more illuſtrious ſtill. 
Beyond long Ages, yet roll'd up in Shades, 
' Unpierc'd by bold Conjecture's keeneſt "ys 
What Evolutions of ſurprizing Fate? 
How Nature opens, and receives my Soul | 
In boundleſs Walks of raptur'd Thought ? Where Gods 
Encounter, and embrace me] What new Births © 
Of ſtrange Adventure, foreign to the Sun, 
Where what now charms, perhaps, Whate'er exiſts, * 
Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot? 
He, the great Father! kindled at one Flame 
The World of Rationals ; one Spirit pour d 
From Spirits awful Fountain; pour'd himſelf 
Thro' all their Souls; but not in equal Stream, 
Profuſe, or frugal of th' inſpiring Gop : 
As his wiſe Plan demanded; and when paſt _ 
Their various Trials, in their various Spheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, ; 
Reſorbs them all into Himſelf again "LIP £ 
His Throne their Center, and his Smile their Crown. 


Why doubt we, then, the derte Truth to fing ; 
Angels are Men of a ſuperiour Kind; Lia rh 
Angels are Men in lighter Habit clad, 85 
High o' er celeſtial Mountains wing d in Flight 55 
And Men are Angels, loaded for an Hour, 
Who wade this miry Vale, and climb with Pain, 
ae 1 the Bottom of the _ | 
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Yet ſummon'd to the Glorious Standard ſoon, © 

Which flames eternal Crimſon thro”. the Skies. 

Nor are our Brothers thoughtleſs of wer Kn, Hg). 

Yet abſent ; but not abſent from their LooP. 

Michael has fought our Battles; Raphael ſung 

Our Triumphs; Gabriel on our Errands flown ; 

Sent by the Sewereign : And are theſe, O Man 

Thy Friends? and art Thou Rival to the Brute ? 


| Religion's All. Deſcending from the Skies 
To wretched Man, the Goddeſs in her Left 
Folds out % World, and in her Right, the next; 
Religion ! the ſole Voucher Man is Man ; ; 
Supporter ſole of Man above himſelf ; 
Religion ! Providence! an After-State ! | 
Here is firm Footing ; here is ſolid Rock x 
This can ſupport us; all is Sea beſides, | 
Sinks under us; beſtorms, and then devours. 
His Hand the good Man faſtens on the Skies, 
And bids Earth rowl, nor feels her idle Whirl, 


Religion! hon the Soul of 1 5 15 1 

And groaning Calvary, of thee! There ſnine 
The nobleſt Truths; there ſtrongeſt Motives ting? 
There, facred Violence aſſaults the Soul; 

Can Love allure us? or can Terror awe 5 

He weeps !—the falling Drop puts out the Sun ; | 

He ſighs !—the Sigh Earth's deep Foundation * 43 
If, in his Love, ſo terrible, what then | 
His Wrath inflam d? his Tenderneſs on Fire? 

Can Prayer, can Praiſe avert it? Thou, my Al 1 

1 Theme! my Inſpiration! and my Crown! 

Z 5 My 
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My Strength in Age l my Riſe in low Eſtate! 
My Soul's Ambition, Pleaſure, Wealth! my World ! 
My Light in Darkneſs! and my Life in Dean 
Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy Praiſe | 
Or fathom thy Profound of Love to Man! ts 


O what art Thou 7 by \ what Name mal T call Thee ? a 
None half ſo dear, as that, which tho' unſpoke, Eo, 
Still glows at Heart; O how Omnipotence 
Is loſt in Love? Thou great Philanthropift ! - 

Father of Angels ! but the Friend of Man! 
Thou, who didit fave him, ſnatch the ſmoaking Brand 
From out the Flames, and quench. it in thy Blood 
How art Thou pleas'd, by Bounty to diſtreſs ? _. 

To make us groan. beneath our Gratitude, .- | 

To challenge, and to diſtance, all Return? - 

Of laviſh Love ſtupendous Heights to ſoar, 


And leave Praiſe panting in the diſtant Vale: 


But ſince the naked Will obtains thy Smile, 1 
Beneath this Monument of Praiſe inpdid. 
(That nobleſt Hymn to Heaven I) for ever lye 
Intomb'd-my Fear of Death, and every F car, 
The Dread of \every Evil, but thy Fron. 


Whom ſee 1 yonder, fo-dawurety file: 7 | 

Laughter a Labour, and might break their Reſt. 

Ye Quietiſts, in Homage to the Skies! 

Serene ] of ſoft Addreſs l who mildly make 

An unobtruſive Tender of your Hearts, 

Abhorring Violence! who Salt indeed 1 
7 SE” ff - 
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But for the Bleſſing, wreſtle not with Heaven! 
Think you my Song, too turbulent? too warm A 
Are Paſfons, then, the Pagans of the Sul? 
Oh ! far ſtill warmer! Age benumbs my Pow'rs ; os 
Oh for an humbler Heart, and prouder Song! 
Thou, my much injur'd Theme with that ſoft Eye 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 
Compaſſion to the Coldneſs of my Breaſt; 
And pardon to the Winter in my Strain. 


'Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, Formaliſts ! 
On ſuch a Theme, tis impious to be calm; | 
Shall Heaven which gave us Ardor, and has ſhewn 
Her own for Man ſo ſtrongly, nat diſdain 
What ſmooth Emollients in Theology, 
Recumbent Virtue's downy Doctors preach, 
That Proſe of Piety, a lukewarm Praiſe? _ 
Riſe Odours ſweet from Incenſe uninflam'd ? 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout; 
But when it glows, its Heat is ſtruck to Heaven; 
To human Hearts her golden Harps are ſtrong ; 
High Heaven s Ovale chaunts Auen to Man. 


= when will Dearth, {now ſtingleſß) like a e 
Admit me of their Choir? Oh when will Death, f 

This mould'ring, old, Partition Wall thrown down, 

Give Beings, one in Nature, one Abode ? 

Oh Death divine that gives us to the Skies. 

Great Future! glorious Patron of the Paſt, 

And Preſent ! when ſhall I thy Shrine adore ? | 

From Nature's Continent, immenſely wide, 
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eee een nme of Efe. | 

ee Happy Day 1 .. ih 
And re-admits us, thro' the Guardian Hand | 
Of elder Brothers, to our Father's Throne; 

Who hears our Advocate, and thro? his Wounds 
Beholding Man, allows that tender Name. 

Tis this makes Ghriftian Triumph, a Command: 
Tis this makes Joy a Duty to the Wiſe. 


Seeſt thou, O Sinner ! where hangs all our Hope? 
Touch'd by the Croſs we live. That Touch Divine 
| Sacred to Man, and Sovereign thro' the whole 
Long golden Chain of Miracles, which hangs 
From Heaven thro* all Duration, and ern 
In one illuſtrious, and amazing Plan, 14. 
Thy Welfare, Nature! and thy Gov' $ e 
"That Touch, with. Charm celeſtial, heals the Soul 
Diſeas d, drives Pain from Guilt, lights Life in Death, | 
Turns Earth to Heayen, to heavenly Thrones transforms 
The ghaſtly Ruins of the mould'ring Tomb. - 


Haſt thou ne'er ſeen ACh and Pi? - 
Th illuſtrious Stranger paſſing, Terror ſheds _ 
On gazing Nations, from his fiery Train ; 
e enormous; takes his ample Round 3 

hro* Depths of Ether; coaſts unnumber'd Worlds, 
| re doubles wide _ 

Heav*ns mighty Cape, and then reviſits Earth, 
From the long Travel of a thouſand Ves. 
Thus, at the deſtin d Period, ſhall return as rs as 
He, once on Earth, who bids the Comet blaze: 


And with Him all our Triumph o'er the Tomb. 
Oo: hh A 
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Nature is dumb on this important Points 

Or Hope precarious in low Whiſper breaths: | 
Faith ſpeaks aloud, diftint ; even Adders hear, 
But turns and dart into the Dark again. 

_ Faith builds a Bridge a · croſs the Gulph of Death, 
To break the Shock blind Nature cannot ſhun, | 
And lands Thought ſmoothly on the farther Shore: 
Death's Terror is the Mountain Faith removes; 

That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace. 

Tis Faith diſarms Deſtruction; and abſolves 
From every clamorous Charge, the guiltleſs Tomb. 


Why ſhou'dft thou diſbelieve ? — © Tis Reaſon bids, 
All- ſacred Reaſon. — Hold her ſacred ftill; 
Nor ſhalt Thou want a Rival in thy Flame: 

All- ſacred Reaſon! Source, and Soul, of all 
Demanding Praiſe, on Earth, or Earth above! 
My Heart is Thine: Deep in its inmoſt Folds, 
Live Thou with Life; live dearer of the Two. 
Wear I the bleſſed Crofs, by Fortune Stampt 
On paſſive Nature, before Thought was born? 
My Birth's blind Bigot ! fir d with lacal Zeal! 
No; Reaſon rebaptiz d me when adult: 
Weighed True and Falſe in her impartial Scale; 
My Heart became the Convert of my Head; - 
And made that Choice, which once was but my Fate. 
% On Argument my ſolid Faith is built: | 
[Reaſon purſu'd is Faith; and unpurſu'd 
Where Proof invites, tis Reaſon, then, no more: 
And ſuch our Prog that, or our Faith is right, 
Or Reaſen lies, and Heaven defign'd it cura. 


Abſalve we This? What, then, is Blaſphemy : : 


— — 
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Fond as we are, and juſtly fond of Faith, 
Reaſon, we grant, demands our Firſt Regard, 
The Mother honour'd, as the r F 
Reaſon, the Root, . fair Faith is but the Flow'r ; | 
The fading Flower ſhall die; But Reafor lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the Skies. 
Wrong not the Chriſtian, think not Reaſon yours; 
Tis Reaſon our great Maſter holds fo dern: 
"Tis Reafor's injur d Rights His Wrath reſents; 
Tis Reaſon's Voice obey'd His Glories crown; 
To give loſt Reaſon Life, He pour d his own : 
Believe, and ſhow the Reaſon of a Man ; 
Believe, and taſte the Pleaſure of a a God; "4 
Believe, and look with Triumph on the Tomb: 
Thro, Reaſen's Wounds alone, thy Faith can die; 5 
Which dying, tenfold Terror gives to Death, ; 
And dips i in Venom his twice mortal Sting. 


Learn hence what * what loud Peanadus 
To thoſe, who puſh our Autidute aſide; fly. 
Thoſe boaſted Friends to Reaſon, and to Man, 
Whoſe fatal Love ſtabs every Joy, and leaves 
Death's Terror heighten'd gnawing on his Heart. 
| Theſe pompous Sons of Reaſon Idoliz dl, 
And Vilify'd at once; of Reaſon dead, 

Then Deify d, as Monarchs were of old, 
What Conduct plants proud Laurels on their Brow ? 
While Love of Truth thro? all theit Camp reſounds, 
They draw Pride's Curtain o'er the Noon-tide Ray, 
Spike up-their Inch of Reaſon, on the R 
Of Philoſophic Wit, call Argument, 
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And then exulting i in ce Taper, cry, 4 "RA 
© Behold the Sun: 426 And Indian-like, adore. 


Talk thin} of Morals? O thou bleeding "LON | 


Thou Maker of ct Morals to Mankind! 

The grand Morality is Love of Thee. 

A Chriſtian is the higheſt Stile of Man, 
And is there, who the bleſſed Croſs wipes off 
As a foul Blot, from his diſhonour'd Brow? | 

If Angels tremble, tis at ſuch a Sight: 


The Wretch they quit, deſponding of their Charge, 
More ſtruck with Grief or Woe, who can tell ? 


Ve ſold to Senſe! ye. Citizens of Earth! 

(For ſuch alone the Chriſtian Banner fly)  :- +, 

Know ye how wiſe your Choice, how great your Cant 
Behold the Picture of Earth's happieſt Man: 


ts 


« He calls his With, it comes; he ſends it back, 1 Ms 


And ſays, he call'd another; That arrives, 


Meets the ſame Welcome; yet he ſtill calls on 


= Till One calls Him, who varies not his Call, 
us But holds him faſt, in Chains of Darkneſs e 

* Till Nature dies, and Judgment ſets Him free; 
A Freedom, far leſs welcome than his Chain.“ 


But grant Man Happy; grant him Happy long; 
Add to Life's higheſt Prize her lateſt Hour; 
That Hour ſo late, is nimble in Approach, 
That, like a Poſt, comes on in full Career; 
How ſwift the Shuttle flies, that weaves thy Shrowd ? 
Where is the Fable of thy former Years ? 
Thrown down the Gulph of Time; as far from Thee 
As they had ne'er been Thine; the Day in Hand, 


Like 


em. 


* 
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Like a Bird ſtruggling to get looſe, is going; | 
E | Scarce now poſſeſs d, ſo ſuddenly tis gone 
And each ſwift Moment fled, is Death adyanc'd | 
| By Strides as ſwift > Eternity is All; 
And whoſe Eternity? Who triumphs "EY 
Bathing for ever in the Font of Bliſs! ? 
Wee e ll 8 


Conſcience, Reply! 0 give it tg to ſpeak; 3 8 
For it auill ſpeak e er long! O] hear it now, _ 
While uſeful its Advice, its Accent mild. 

' Truth is depoſited with Man's Yaft Hu-; 

An honeſt Hour, and faithful to her Truſt. 

Frutb, eldeſt Daughter of the Deityz 
Truth, of his Council, when he made the Worlds 
Nor leſs, when He ſhall-judge the Worlds He made; 
Tho” filent long, and ſleeping ne'er ſo W 5 

Then from her Cavern in the Soul's Abyſs, 

| Like him they fable under Hina whelm'd, 

Loud ſhall burſt forth in Thunder, and in Flame: 
Ve Deaf to Truth ! peruſe this parſon'd Page, 
And truſt, for once, a Prophet, and a Prieft, 

Men may ve Fools, but Foals they cannot die“ 
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THE 


COMPLAINT. 


Nr che Fiery. | | wo 5 


- ORENZO! „„ 
Fondneſs for Fame is Avarice of Air. | 
: I grant the Man is vain, who writes for Praiſe, 

Praiſe no Man e'er deſery'd, dr ſought no nn | 


As jail the ind Chanee.: I grant the Maſs | 
Has often bluſht at her degenerate Sons; „ 


The Fact notorious, nor obſcure the Cauſe. 
We wear the Chains of Pleaſure, and of Pride; - 
Theſe ſhare the Man; and theſe diſtract him too; 
Draw different Ways, and claſh in their Commands, 
Pride, like an Eagle, builds among the . 
But Pleaſure, Lark - like, neſts upon the Ground. 

Joys ſhar'd by Brute - Creation, Pride reſent 
Pleaſure embraces : Man would both enjoy, 
And both at once: A Point how hard to gain! 


Wit dares attempt this arduous Enterprize. - | 
Since Joys of Senſe can't riſe to Reuſe; s T ae; 
In ſubtle Sophi/try's laborious Forge, a 07 1 
Mit hammers out a Reaſon new, 4% 47 
To ſordid Scenes, and greets them with Appl. 
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 - A thouſand Opiates ſcatters to delude, | Tz W 
To faſcinate, inebriate, lay aſleep, : T] 
And the fool'd Mind delightfully confound. = 

Thus that which ſhock'd the Fudgment, ſhocks no more; V. 
That which gave Pride Offence, no more offends, A 
Pleaſure and Pride, by Nature mortal Foes, + In 


By Wit's Addreſs, patch up a fatal Peace, 
And Hand in Hand lead on the rank Debauch, 
From rank refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Art, curſed Art! wipes off th' indebted Bluſh 
From Nature's Cheek, and bronzes et Shame. 
Man ſmiles in Ruin, glories in his Guilt - 
And Infamy ftands Candidate for Praiſe. 


The All writ by Man in Favour of the Soul, 
N Theſe ſenſua / 'Ethicki far, in Bulk, tranſcend; + 


' The Flow'rs of Eloquence profiſely-pour'd — 
Der ſpotted Vice, fill half the letter d Werd. TE 


But let not theſe Abet Si 
Condemn the Muſe that knows her 8 5 
| Nor meanly ſtops at Time, but holds the World | 
As tis, in Nature's ample Field, a Point, 
A Point in her Eſteem ; Fom lee to fart, 
And run the Round of univerſal ny” 5 
8 viſit Being univerſal there, ore, „„ 
And Being's Source, at e Flight of Mind! FED 
- Think'{ thou, Lorenzo ! to find Paſtimes here? | | 
Mura Sven into a Flame, NY TS 
No Rainbow Colours, here, or filken Tale; 
But ſolemn Counfels Images of awe, 
1 5 ans — can 
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With double Weight, through theſe revolving Spheres, 
This Death- deep Silence, and incumbent al | 
Thoughts, ſuch as ſhall reviſit your laſt Hour; 

Viſit uncall'd, and live when Life expires; 
And thy dark Pencil, - Midzight ! darker gill 
In Melancholy dipt, embrowns the Whole. 


Yet this, even this, my Laughter-loving Friends! 
Shall ſteal your Ear, and chain'you to my Song. 
Or if you fail me, know, the Wiſe ſhall taſte 
The Truths I fing ; The Truths I ſing ſhall feel, 

And feeling give Aﬀent, and their Afent 
Is ample Recompence, is more than Praiſe. 


O Thou! Bleft Spirit! . ewhether, the Supreme, 
Great antemundane Father! in whoſe'B 
Embrio- creation, unborn Being dwelt, 
And all its various Revolutions rowI'd 
Preſent, tho? future; Prior to themſelves; 
Whoſe Breath can blow it into Nought again; 
Or, from his Throne ſome delegated Pow 'r, | 
Who, ſtudious of our Peace, doſt turn the Thought 
From vain, and vile, to ſolid, and ſublime! 57 
Unſeen thou lead'ſt me to delicious Draughts 
Of Inſpiration, from a purer Streem 
And fuller of the Gov, than that which burſt © 
From fam'd Caftalia ; nor is yet allay'd  _ 
My ſacred Thirſt ;/ though long my Soul has rang'd- 
Through pleaſing Paths of Moral, and Divine, 
By thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by the Sar. 


| Let Judians, and the Gay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather'd Fopperies, the Sun adore: 
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ande eee eme 21; % eee 
It ſtrikes Thought inward, ie drives back th Soul 
To ſettle on Herſelf, our Point ſupreme ! | E Gp) 
There lies our Theatre; there ſits our . SHY 
Darkne/; the Curtain drops o'er Life's dull Scene; 27. 
Tis the kind Hand of Providence ſtretcht out 
Twixt Man, and Vanity; tis Reafon's 1 
And YVirtue's too; theſe Tutelary Shades 
Are Man's Alum from the tainted Throng, 
_ Night is the good Man's Friend, and Guardian 87 | 
It no leſs ręſcues Virtue, than inſdires, | 


Virtue for ever Frail, as Fair, below, 

Her tender Nature ſuffers i in the Croud, . 

Nor touches on the World, without a 3 

The World's infectious; few bring back at Ere marr 

Immaculate, the Manners of the Morn. . 

Something we thought, is blotted ; we e 

Is ſhaken ; we renoune'd, returns again. 

Each Salutation may {lide in a Sin tt: oor dd, ty 

Unthought before, or fix a former Flaw. The: e 5 

Nor i is it ſtrange, Light, Motion, Concourſe, Kal, : 

All, ſcatter us abroad; Thought outward bound = 

Neglectful of our Home- affairs, flies off vin 25 
In Fume and Diſſipation, quits her Charge, | | 

And leaves che Breaſt unguarded to che Foe. 


Preſent Example gets within our Gund; 
And acts with double Force, by few repelÞd. 
Ambition fires: Ambition; Love of Gain. B11] 266-13 71 
Strikes, like a Peſtilence, from Breaſt to Breaſt; 
Lhd Pride, Perfi, blue Ny breath; 3 , in 


* 


1 


2 


b 7 9 
*. 


| Monat and: SACRED Por! 289. 


And, Inbumanity'is: caught fromiMang ns 95h] 167 IA. 


From ſmiling Man. A light, a ſingle Glance. 
And er eee eee hasbroughtHomeye | A 
A ſadden Feyer, as b dhrobbing Heany: |)"; 
Of Eray, Rantour, or impure Difire. 55 . $9 
We ſee; we hear wide Pies 2a ec. 1 


Remote from Multitud:; the World's . Un ad 1 


Maſt lift as their Aecomplices, | 8 da? 2A 


That ſtains our Innocence; A A as HG 2 


From Nature's Birth, hence, Niſuam has been ſmit 
With ſweet * e for the Shade. 
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Few we dalton taer when alone, arts 
Vice finks in her Allurements, is ungilt,* - 8 0 t 250 


And looks, like other Objects, black by nigh, 


„ ee bak! 


Night js fair Virtue's im 


The RT Moos, edt every diſtant PB i 
| Has held a Lamp to V ihm, and let fall 5 _ 


On Contemplation's Eye, her purging Ray.” It] 5 
Hail, precious Moments! ftol'n from the black Wals 
Of murder d Time : Auſpieious Midught / Hail! |. 
The World excluded, every | Paſſion 1. BY i 5 fa i 
And open d a calm Intercourle with Hey,” 
Here, "the Soul fits in Council, ponders — a 
Predeſtines future Action; ſees, nôt feels, * 'H 


3 1 and reaſens e 
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ee de ee dw Winn Sit men | 
And dere bob; fie trahſeends/ 107! 1t 
x 3 Dearly: pays the d ret: 2} £ 1 
For Losing 3 too dearly: rents ee K SRI " + 
Reaſon, a baliled Cohnſellor! but adds 9 m 
— The Bluſof:Weakneſs)"to'the eee | 
The nobleſt Spiritrighting her hack ute: 
In this damp, duſky Region; charg eee 9 
But feebly fluter; yet untaught to ff; 495 36: e ale 
Or Flying} ſhort her Flight, and fore her Fall-. 

Wehe eee Pear rd to riſe e, 


"Tis vida tö foul in Mei, ales alas 8 & 
Tho? proud i in Promiſe; big in previous Thought, 


: Experience damps:our Triumph. I, ee 1 9% 
5 from the Shadows of the Orare, of az} will 
- Threw wide the Gates of vel 7 L607 . 
And call'd Mankind te Glory, ſhook: off Pain, 7.40 


{,, ſhook of ; no down | uhh. , 
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"ht Sorrow OR Br not, e tou.” 15 22 | 
How wretched is the Man, B who never 1 * | | 9 
. dive for precious Pearl, * Sorrow $ Stream: . 
Not ſo the thoughtlebs, Man that only grieyes ; * = : 1 
Takes all the Torment. and rejects, the Gain, 
(Ineftimable Gain!) and gives Heaven Leave, 
To make him but 1 more Wierched, not more Po 
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9 5 Wiſdom js'oitr-Liefſon;] band hes ce n tor 
Ennobles Man? -what elſe have: eren 0 
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Than Gerit, or proud Learning, &'er could boot 
| Voracious Learnivg, often, overſed; - 2 451. erat] 10% Hap 
Digeſts not into Senſe her motley Meal. ab all vil 


This Hurager op\gthers/Wiſdom, leaves = — 


Her Natixe : Farm, her Regfon dale undild. Be tank 
With mixt Manure ſhe Surfeits the rank Soil, Ok 


Dung'd, but not dreſt; and fich to Beggaty. 


A Pomp untameable of Weed b preyatls. . 2 8 23 | 
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ö Her Serwantf's Wealth endimber'd | Wiſdom moins. 25 


0 ine. 


And what fays-Gotiee?: i Let be dull be 
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Fat he * 


It pleads Exemption-from)the apa . f = 


Conſiders Reaſon as a Leweller. 
And ſcorns o hg a Habe with de Cel. 
That Wiſe it gui bg, on > 


To Glory, and to Pleaſure gives: the geſt. 9 5 1 


wijus les ſhudders: ar N Fool, than WU. 


But e eee ee 
When Semoau wounds che Breaſt, ee, 
And Hearts h durate feel her fofining Sbomer: 4 
then, glad e e A 6123624 
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Her golden Harveſt triamphs-in the Sil tb origald 


If ſo, I'll gain, by, my: Calamity,:... 113 HH ad en 0 


And reap,rich, Compenſatign. em y Pain: add 7 
II range the glen Field 42 a 


And gather ey y (Though of - ſoxere pu Power, 

To chaſe the Moral Maladies. of Man; 1 4 1. © 1 
Thoughts, which may bear - tranſplanting to the Skies, 
Tho' Natives of this corte penucfus Soil, MOR 957 
Nor wholly withet#be#e, Where $571 Le: Fane 4. 


Refin'd, exalted, rs is Heaven. ug bn 
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in Men deetine i 5 Sic ot a dog 
he various Kinds of Grief; mer iT 
n Death i dread CharaBtr - 7 


wine my Song. an 
e our End 21 4 FP 
Friends councel quick Diſmiſſion- of our Grief; r 4. 
Miſtaken K indneſs l our Hearts heal too ſoon. 11 
=. Are They more kind than He, who fuck the Blow? 
” Who bid it do his Errand in our Hearse, 
And baniſh Peace, till nobler Gueſts arrive, 
And being i it back, a . and endleſs Peace; e %ο 
BY * of theſe vrmumbred Le robs our Sights MY ad 
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Nr berween us and 8 A. 


4 


To read his Monuments; #6 weigh li, eg a 
Viſit his Vaults, and dwell am. 5 ur bern 
What Cauſe hive ur to build on Length of Life?” K. 
Tenpratiat ſeize, when Fear is laid aſleep; Sterling bas. 


And III forcboddtt i is our ſtrongeſt Guard. SELLS hn 
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| Diſpels the Milt our — Paſſions nie, 
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And ſhews the rep] Eſtimate of Things 
Pulls off the, Veil-from.Yjrmu's — 


Detecu Tenptetits. d gp L Ht Fell 3911 Par 


Z And all they bleed for, eee, Dull... 
Driven by the Whirlwind ; lighted by her Beams, 
F widen my Horizon, gain new Powers, | 

Things inviſible, bel Things redes, 


Am preſent with Futurities ; think nought- 50 3 0 
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To Man ſo foreign, ud the Joh p 


Nought fo much his as thoſe beyond the Grave... —_ | 


No Foll kceps.its: Cabour in hen Hehe 
Pale avorldly Wifdam loſes, all her Charms: 


In pompous Promiſe from, her Schemes poet, no, 


If future Fate ſhe plans, Rag e . 
Like Sibyl, unſubſtantial,, Reeting N 


At the firſt Blaſk it vaniſhevin Ar. a 
How. differ Aran Wiſdom and Dis, 


Juſt as the waining, and the waxing Moon. 
More empty wor Wiſdom every Day ; © 


And every Day more fair her Rival fhines. 7 . 25 : 


But ſoon our Term for Wiſd6m is expir'; | 
(Thou know'ft ſhe calls no Counceb-in the Gare) 
And everlaſting Fool is writ in Fire, 

CEE Wiſdom wafts us to the Skies. 


As worldly eee Silyt's 1 


The Good Man's Days to Si“ s Book 
In antient Story read. 1 þ bou! know'ſt the Takes... 
In Price fell riling, as Ms in ore EC + 


quite his final Hour : 
42 3 
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Oh let me die His Death f., 3 > 20 214 
T Then live his Life **—All- Nature: nes i 
Our great Phyſician daily to enn, N 
To cn e with eee curly Cre, Ws 


"What Grave preſcribes the. bef 


From a Friend's Grave, ho cn we. 7 a 12 — 
Even to the dereft, 3 Marble, | r ert + 14A 
Why are Friends raviſht from, vs ?. tis to ind, 


By ſoft Affection $ Tyes, on human Hearts, . > Lun 
The Thought | of Death, which Rea/or too fopine, 


Or miſemploy d, fo rarely faſtens Thee. RT GOVT 
Nor Reaſon, nor Affection, no, nor both dio 124 
Combin'd, can break the Wittlicrafts of the wen 8 
Behold th' inexorable Hour at b ie ii 
Behold th' inexorable Hour forgot?” : LO N 92h, f 
And to forget it, the AF FTIR ; 8 ee e 
Tho r gad Bd. IP 


Is Death, thatever th atning, F 


That all- important, and that only _ SLIT 57 SA 


(Come when he will) an unexpeRted Guel2,. Ki LY 


2 * 


Nay, the, invited by the loudeſt C-: 


 Tho' num 'rons Rising are. ſent We 8 


To warn his Great Arrival. What the Cauſe, | | 
The wond'rous Cauſe, of this Myſterious Ill? . 
AN Heare Joke down ni the . 841 


{ 12 


Is it, "ar Lite has ſown her Joys ſo thic 
We can't thruſt in a fingle Care between? 


Fa that Life bas fach = forarm of Cares, : 


ie. 
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I it, chat Taus ſteals un with downy Fest. 
Nor wakes Badulgenes from ber Golden Dream? bed 
Ti * ſo. like-Zeferday, it cheats. 13 Nn 2 1A 
We take the lying Siſter for the fame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzs ! like a Brock; ke 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the IX. ae 

In the ſame Brook none ever * 'bath'S him twice . bog! regen 
To the fame Life nns ever twice iwoke: *  * War 
We call the Brook the fame ; he dw hk po 
Our Life , "rho" fall x more rapid in its Fo, A 25 er 0 
Nor mark the Mach irrevocably laps'd, 
And mingled with the Sea. Or fall we 0 . 

(Retaining ſtill the Brook to bear us n ) 
That Life is like a Veſſel on the Sian fo SOSA 18 
In Life embark - d, gay . ee 


Of Dias deſcend, but not on Time intent; — 


Amus d, r e ee e . 


Till on a ſudden we perceive a Shock; 


We ſtart, awake, derer me are a 


Our brittle Bark: is burſt on Charon's Shore, | 


Ts this the Cauſe Death flies all — " 
That — MiſtreGs of ee RG 5 
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Or is it Fear turns ſtartled Reaſox back,  -- 


From looking down a Precipice ſo FLEE 1 xn 


Tis dreadful; al the Dead willy phe, 224k 
e e eee ee 123 
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The Thought of Death can't enter for the Throng e wi 
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By heard; Man, an each k None dt biss eil 
Or Gloom of Humaur, Wand, give Rage the Ren. 
Bound ober the Bartier;)ruſh into the Nack, 
And marr the unden e Ape ar t 21 H. 


| What Groan was (hari Ther wok ker gloomy Flight, 
On Wing impet ns,» Rock ful 125 en So Soul, Ak 1% 104 
| Blaſted from from Hel Il, With horrid 25 Luft of he Nut 957 180 
Thy Friend, the Bray Es .the 05 Os POM - 9123 0 
80 call'd,. to 5 thought, And. tee bs TONES 
Leſs Baſe the Fear of. Death, =: han F Fr. of} Bl x 2) 
O Britain, infamous for Foal * 
An Ifland in thy Man 5! far dijoin 1 
From the whole Waſh . Rurionals be de. i $8648 
| In ambient Ways plunge.thy polluted Head, 
Waſh the dire Stain. nor f Woch the, f Whos 1 1 


But Thou be mock'd, wäfe L. detect the Cue 
Of Self” Aſeult; cxpule T Mokfter's Birth, 5 evans 
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The e tn eke ue 0 00 
e e thy Follys; not thy. Fate... 2 44 ” 


The Soul of Man,” (let Man 1-1 oboe 1450 
Who names OE « Native ike 440g Boll za 


The iluſtrious Stranger, in ibi, foreign Land.. 
Like Strangers; jealous-of her Dignity, 1 3 
Stadions of Eroce; and arent to rern 

Of Senn ſuſpicions, Bereb's inchai 0 > A 
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Divine + gy. | 
To ee Nr e 3 14 1385 140 172 2 
Aſk Alms of Earth, for Gueſts that came: from Heavens | 
Sink into Slaves: and ſell for preſent Hire, in e 238 
Their rich Reverſion, and (what ſhares its Fate, ;; 
Their native Freedom, to the Prince-who ways Aud nal 
This nether World. And when bis Payments fail, 
When his foul Baſket gorges d b © Bog ol 
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Are, inſtantiy, with wild Dæmoniac Rage, mi am oT! 
For breaking all the. Chains of Le "11-l me bal 

And burſting their Conſinement; t. 0 faſt bard +11 "4 
By Laws divine and human ; guarded ſtrong 
With Horrors d to defend the Fas-, 
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The blackeſt Nature, 'or dire. Guilt can raiſe 3 ; 215 10 


And moated round, with fathomleſs Deftr e a „ 
Sure to.receive, and v helm them in their Fall... III 


Such, Brie / is che Caſen 10 y x unknown... 
Or 2 o Yeflook” 'd;,0' er 
= 2 3 but the Madneſs of the Heart, ech l 
A ſenſual, . UNTENECLINS: Life i is big G4 Stats coats bac A 
With monſtrous Births, and Suicide, to crown 3 115 
1 ' The Bold to break 
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Or ſtudied che Philoſophy of N e 01 how 10 


Ey ſoft Contagign call'd, e Burt at 01 
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1 once to ait, and meditate, big End. d 8 14 * 
When bythe the B Bed of Langniſhment we. fit, of £ An 2 n 


Or, o'er our "Sying Friends, in Anguiſh hang, 
Wipe the cold Dew, or Ry the firing. Head? 201. 
Number their Moments, ànd 5 gd © 
eee ee den nk 2144 
54 agonizing Beam, . us to gate, | 9550 aft | $24 The 
Then ſink again, and quiver into HR A pres hid 
How read we ſuch ſad Scenes? as bent to Wan n ein 7 
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AO Venen rat eee Ito! 2 29 


We bleed, we tremble ; we forget, he Tas! . 7 . 
The Mind turns Pool; before the Check f ap. 
Our quick. 8 Folly cancels All:; MSS i en 5 
As the Tide roſhing räfes uhat is wWrit 5 
In yielding Sande, "an lots the Lener'aShore 
B, na dener wig» bei? eh 
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{A Science; yet, umectur'd in dur Schsols ) 


Haſt choc 661 Breaſt, A: $i 


"IF te e dessen wink me yi vi Rnd 12. 
i al Tea 2 v from diger W "op 
a; g ſeparate Gi 22. in the Soul, WE 2's v ell 
Of wenge, Kings, they lo, From. tender Heart 
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Or gazes, like an Idiot, unconcern d:; 


Knows not It peaks to Erz and her a 


: That noble” 3; ; 
Bit Theſe aje re 85 "that Alk de. py hs 1554; 


And full as ſhort! The cruel Grief ſoon. = 1 


The dreadful News, and hardly feel it Ne Nane Fe 1755 
No Grain o Wiſdom Pays them for their Wa 2 "IN 15 


Some, ann ;by 


Saks Hired deg bed: Gar 
Struck by: the Magic of theiPublit Eye Sl uu gta 


Like Mo/e} ſmitter Rock, guftfidutramain;:: a n 
Same weep to AHH eee, e OIP | 
So high in Merit, and to them _ Dear 87 i 
Samt mourn in Proof / that ſom hey: 11 . 
15 not to relieve their Grief, _ PH 

Foes ip i perfect Fultice t6 — mw 
As Contes GENES Ae 
Some weep i at LOS ns Arad ed Bhs e 1 4 T 
And celebrate, like prev that own 1 17 
By kind Conſtruction ſo me 2 are deem'd ti to we weep, 1 
Becauſe a decent Veil conceals! their Joy... . 


Some weep in eme z and ybt weep in Vain 
As deep in-Ihdiferetion, as in Woe- Fi 26 5 FA fa 
Paſſion, blind; Paiſion / impotentiy pours 11 Maa - 
Tears, that deſerve more Tears; While ae ler | 


Nor comprehend the Meaning;of tlie: ank 4000 5 2 5 
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Irrational; all Sorrow are beneath, HET | 
G ift 7 thi Privilege of Man!? 3 os 
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They weep impetücus, or the Summer Stamm, — 757 


They make à Pall ime © 70 the ſtin Sond ', 1 
Far as the deep refit ag Ko they Fo phy oy 
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Time on this Head has now's, yer ftill tis borne 


Aloft ; 3 nor thinks but on another's Grave. A 
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As if, ke 0. r N een 
Sun lad * us to be ſeen: 163H o/ 
Or, that n gays ne 
2 —— <A 03. 0997 AT 
_ Deathleſs'? far frorm it f Juch are Dead already; zi 

Their . and che World —— 
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me F ne God | ny GR ngel [ tell, © 
. eg ? what Inchantment plants 3 1 
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The Phantom of an Age, | "twixt us and Death, | I 
Already at the Door ? He knocks, we bear him, 9 4 | 
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And yet we will not hear. What Mail defends 
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Our untouch d Hearts ? what Miracle turns _— . 
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| Around falling 5 Bebo not) 6] 
© Tho". bleeding with our Wounds, aan 7 
We ſee T 8 furrows on another's e,! 0 0 * 
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How few gn in chat juſt Mir ſce ? e 
i D A N | Ie cries 102 ibs bat KK N. 
Abſurd Longevity ©; & nore, more, It cries. 


More Life, ro Woah, j more Toth of ery Ki 54 
ö Andy erefore re mad for more, when Reliſh fails ? 3 
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While og: x; relaxing ev 'ry String? ö 
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- Ae Thought | for Joy ; grow ri and hoard x within, 


Think you, the Soul, when this Life's Rattles wack 65 ; 


ius nothing of more Manly o 4 | 
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„ 
Contmact the Taſte learn eveilNow® ee | | 
To reliſh what lens ſubſiſts hereaſter 5 257% 
Divine, or none, henceforth your Joys lor erer. Pr | 
| Of Age; the Glory is to a to die. . 
| That Wiſh is Prai/e and Promiſe; It applauds | Sn 
= | Patt Life, and promiſes our future Bliſs. 15 = 6268 
What Weakneſs ſee not Children in their sies? | 
Grand- climacterical Abſurdities! Eb: 
Grey-hair'd Authotity to Faults of ol | 
How ſhocking ? It makes Folly thrice a Fool; 
And our firſt Childhood might our lift deſpiſe: 


What Folly can be ranker? ike onr Shadows, 
No Wim ſhould loiter; Wang e e $411 
Our Hearts ſhould leave the World, before the Knell 2 
Calls for our Carcaſſes to mend the Soil. be: r it . 
Enough to Live in Tempeſt, Die in Port; 
Age ſhould fly Concourſe, cover in Retreat 
Deſects of Tudgmient ; and the 71 ſubdue; „ 
Walk thoughtful on the filent, ſolemn Shore, 15 BM 
Of that vaſt Ocean, It muſt fail ſo ſoon ; 3 
And put Good-works on board; and wait the Wind = 
That ſhortly blows us into Worlds unknown; . Ho #- 
"8 unconſider d too, a Dreadful Scene! IT A 
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All ſhould be Prophets EWA fore” 

. Their future Fate; their future Fate foretaſte; 
This Art would waſte the ee e N 
The Thought of Death alone, the e 77 
A Diſaffection to that pretious Thought e 
Is more than Midvight Darkneſs on the Soul, 
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Which ſleeps beneath it, on a Precipict,. © is F 11% 
raf d off by the firt Blaſt, and loſt for ever; 9A 


Doft thou then aſk, But why fo warm ly rell, 
By Repetition hammer d on thine Ear, ä 
The Thought of Death? That Thought isthe Machine, 
The grand Machine] that heaves us from the Duſt, | 

And rears us into Men. That Thought ply'd Home xy 

Will ſoon reduce the ghaſtly Precipice | 15 

O'er-hanging Hell, will ſoften the Deſcent, 

And gently flope our Paſſage to the Grave; 

How warmly to be wiſht?. what Heart of Fleſh, 
 Would:trifle with Tremendous ? dare Extremes? 
Van. er the Fate of Infinite? what Hand. 

Beyond the blackeſt Brand of Cenſure bold, 

. Would at a Moment give its a// to e, 9 

nnn, 17775 


Aid me, who know'f.my, F ollies, to wo Pace. 
With Deftiny ; and e er her Sciſſars cut 3 
My Thread of Liſe, to break this tougher Thread 
Of Moral Death, that ties me to the World. 
Sting thou my ſlumbring Reaſon.to ſend forth. es 
A Thought of Obſervation. on the EE i”: 
To fally, and ſurvey the rapid Marc | 
dt his ten thouland Meſſengers to Man? 
Who, Jubi. like, behind him turns thei all. 
All Accident apart, by Nature ſign' d, 
My Warrant is gone out, tho i | 
Perhaps behind one Moment lurks\my Fate. 
Muſt I then firward only look for Death? 


ee eee and kind him there. 1 
| „„ i | $59 When Man 


Men l 11 Sach Porte, 303 2 
Man is a Self- ſurvivor evry Yer.” WP 11. 
Man, like a Stream, is in perpetual Flow. 
Death's a Deſtroyer of Quotidian Prey. 
My Youth, my Noon-tide, His; h „„ 
The bold Invader ſhares the eee 5 wil 
Each Moment on the former ſhuts the Grave. 
While Man is growing, Lite i in Decreals' 
And Cradles rock us nearer to the Tomb. 
Our Block iniking dub ee een bihſbag 
As Taperyaatts chat Inſane they take Five. 


Shall we then fear, leſt that ſhould come to paß, 
Which comes to paſs each Moment of our Lives * 
If fear we muſt, let that Death turn us pale 3 
Which mürders Strength, and Ander; een W 
Should rather call on Death than dread his Call. 
Ye Partners of my Fault, and my Decline ! | . 

Thoughtleſs . of Death, but when, n FORE: Neighbour's s fy 

Knell = ; 

(Rude Viſitant!) Fer * at your « gull: "OY 
And with its Thunder, ſcarce obtains your Ear! 
Be Death your Theme, in er Tree pl Howe, ; = 
Nor longer want, ye Monumental Sires ! 5 
A Brother Tomb to tell you you ſhall Die. 

That Death you dread (ſo great is Nature's Skill * 
Know, por ſhall court, bafore mou ſhall Enjoy. 


But you are learn'd; ; in Volumes deep you kt. | 
In Wiſdom ſhallow : pompous Ignorance! .. 
Learn well to know how much need not be known. 
And what that Knowledge, which impairs your $ . 
Our needful Knowledge, like our 1 Food 
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| Unhedg'd, lies open in Life's common Field; 
And bids a/l welcome to the Vital Feaſt. 
You ſcorn what lies before you in the Page 
Of Nature, and Experience, Moral Truthn n 
Truth, on which Moxtals feeding turn to a ? 
And dive in Science for diſtinguiſſit Names, 2; 
Diſhoneſt Fomentation of your Pridez 
Sinking in Virtue, as you riſe in Fam. 
Your Learning, like the Lunar Beam, affords 
Light, but not Heat; It leaves Vou undevout, 
Frozen at Heart, while Speculation ſhines. 
Awake, ye curious Indagators! Fond 
Of knowing All, but what avails you known. 
If you would leam Death's Charade: attend. 
All Cafts of Conduct, all Degrees of Health, | 
All Dies of Fortune, and all Dates of Age, | 
Together ſhook in His impartial Urn, 
Come forth at random, Or if Choice is made 
The Choice is quite ſarcaſtic, and inſults 
All bold Conjefture, i vr be 


Like other Tyrants, Death deli to ſmite, 
What ſmitten, moſt proclaims the Pride of Power, 
And arbitrary Nod. His Joy ſupreme, 

To bid the Wretch ſurvive the Fortunate ; 39 
The Feeble, wrap th* Athletic in his Shroud 3 _ 
And weeping Fathers, build their Children's Tomb; 

Me Thine, Narciſa --- What tho' ſhort thy Date? 

Virtue, not rolling Suns, the Mind matures. | 

That Life is long, which anſwers Life's great End. 

The Time that bears no Fruit, deſerves no Name; 

The Men WEGGFY * No 
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In hoary Vouth Mehaſalem's may die, 
O how miſdated on e e N 


All” more then common, Menaces an End. 
A Blaze betokens Brevity of Life. „ 
To plant the Soul on her eternal onal an | ; f . 
In awful Expectation of our End. 5 
Thus runs Death's dread Commiſſion : 66 «Strike, 15 4. 

As moſt alarms the Living by the Dead. : 
Hence Stratagem delights him, and en. 1 
And cruel. Sport with Man's Securities. 1 226 £ 
Not ſimple Conqueſt, Triumph is his 1600 236 9101 
And where leaſt fear d, there Conqueſt triumphs moſt. 


Wige ans rr oy ne Fling, | 
Tiberian Arts his Purpoſes wrap up 3 HMC £ 0 
In deep Diſſimulation's darkeſt N . at K 
Like Princes unconfeſt in foreign Courts... „ 
Who travel under Cover, Death aſſumes 5 : Tos | 
The Name, and Look of Li 22, and dwells Rong us; „ 


Behind the roſy Bloom he loves to tuck, .. 
Or, Ambuſh in a Smile; or, wanton dive 
In Dimple's deep; Love's Eddies, which . in 
Unwary Hearts, and ſink them i in Deſpair. Yr 


Gs 


Moſt happy they ! whom leaſt his Arts Adee. 
One Eye on Death, and one full fix d on Heaven, 
Becomes a Mortal, and Immortal Man. 7 


- Whare | is 10 Death? fo as Night follows , Day... 
Death treads in Pleaſure's Footſteps round the World, . 
When Pleaſure treads the Paths which Reaſon ſnuns. 
wy againſt Rees, Riot ſhuts the Door, 1 
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And | Geet foppliguths Place of Soy, 
Then foremoſt at the Banquet, ad the Bull, 
Death leads the Dance, or ſtamps the deadly Die; E 
Nor ever fails the Midnight Bowl to crown. 
Gayly carouſing to his gay Compeers, | 

* Inly he laughs, to ſee them laugh at him, 


As abſent far; and when the Revel burns, 


When Fear is baniſht, and triumphant Thought 
Calling for all the Joys beneath the Moon, 
Againſt Him turns the Key; and bids him Sup 
With their Progenitors, — He drops oe x 
| Frowns out at full; they ſtart, deſpair, Expire: | 


| nach with more ſudden Terror and urprize, 


From His black Maſque of Nitre, touch d by Fire 


He burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant Treachery 7 
And more than fomple oh ea the Fiend? 


And now Gay Trifler doſt thou wrap ay Soul 
In ſoft Security, becauſe unknown 
Which Moment js commiſſioned to "OE 
In Death's Uncertainty thy Danger lies. 
Is Death uncertain ? therefore Fhou be fixt ; 
Fixt as a Centinel, all Eye, all Ear, 
All Expectation of the coming Foe. Ld 
Rouſe, ſtand in Arms, nor lean. againſt thy Spear, 
| Leaſt Slumber ſteal one Moment o'er thy Soul, 
And Fate ſurprize thee nodding. Watch, be frong 3. 3 
Thus give each Day the Merit, and Renoun, | 
Of dying well; tho" doom'd but once to Die. 
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Death's dreadful Advent is the Mark of Man ; 
And every Thought that miſſes it, is blind. 
Does Wealth with Touch, and Gayety, conſpire? 
To weave a trippli Wreath of Happineſs? . | 


That ſhining Mark invites the Tyrant's Spear. 
As if to damp our elevated Aims, 
And ſtrongly preach Humility to * 
O how portentous is Proſperity? ? 14172 
How, Comet-like, it threatens, while ie thine. 
Few Years but yield us Proof of Dearh's Abbe. 
To cull his Victims from the faireſt Fold! 
And ſheath his Shafts in all the Pride of Life. 
When flooded with Abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent Honours, bloom'd with ev'ry Bliſs ;- 
Set up in Oftentation, made the Gaze, 
The gaudy Center of the publick Eye, 
When Fortune, thus, has toſs'd her Child in Air, 
 Snatcht from the Covert of an humble State, 
How often have I feen him dropt at once, 
Our Morning's Envy] and our Evening's Sig! 
As if her Bounties were the Signal giv'n, 
The Flow'ry Wreath, to mark the Sacrifice, 
And call Death's Arrows on the deſtin d Prey. 


High- Fortune ſeems in cruel League with Fate... 


Ak you for what? to:give his War on Man 


The deeper Dread, and more illuſtrious Spoil . 
Thus to keep daring Mortals more in Awe. 


And art thou ſtill a e of bright Gold 7 
And art thou ſtill rapacious of thy Ruin 2 
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Hide too from Thee, the precious Uſs of Laſe. 
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E wW es have * e in . f 
pute about Religion, than this, The 

Diſpute about Religion, and the Practice 
Fit, ſeldom go together. The ſhorter, | 
therefore, the Bipute, the better. I think 
it may be reduced to this fingle Queſtion, Is 


Man Immortal, or is he not? If he is ; 


not, all our Diſputes are mere Amuſe=. 
ments, or Trials of Skill. Truth, Rea- 
ſon, Religion, which give our Diſcourſes | 
ach Pomp, and Solemnity, are (as will 
be ſhown) mere empty Sounds, without any 
Meaning in them. ' But if Man is In- 
mortal; it will bebove him to be very ſeri- 
ous about eternal Conſequences ; ; or in other 
Words, to be truly Religious. Aud this © 
great fundamental. Truth, uneſtabliſp. * 
or unawaken'd in the Minds of Men, is, 

I conceive, the real Source, and Support of 
all our Infidelity ; ; how remote foever the 
particular 5 advanc a, 975 Jeem 
to 0 50 from 11. "mn 
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| Senfible — e oft 1 Men | 


| _ more than abſtract Reaſonings ; and 


we daily ſee Bodies drop around us, but 
the Soul i inuiſible. The Powter which 
Inclination has over the Judgment, is 

reater than can be well conceived by thoſe, 


that have not lad an Experience of it; 


and of what Numbers is it, the fad Inte- 
reſt; that Souls ſhould not ſurvive? The 


Heathen World confeſs'd, that they rather 


hoped; than firmly believed Immortality, 


and how many Heathens have wwe ſtill a- 
| mongſt us? The ſacred Page afſures us, that 
Life and Immortality is brought to 2 gůt 


by the Gaſpel : : But by how many is the 


| Goſpel rejected, or ted From theſe 


4 Confiderations, and from my being, acci- 
 dentally, privy to the "Sd of ſome 
particular Perſons, I have been long per- 


ſuaded that moſt, if not all, our 2 


(whatever Name they take, and whatever 
Scheme for Argument's Sake, and to keep 
themſelvesin Countenance, they pa troni ⁊c 


are ſupported in their Pi es 1p" Error, by 


Doubt of their Immortality, at the 
Bottom. And I am ſatisfied that Men 
once: thoroughly. convinced of their Immor- 
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Lully conſcious, eternal Pain on Happineſs "2 
20700 certainly be his Lat, Hen Ber er: 


| And 
great eight with al, 
ſelves the fin Trouble of looking ſeriouſ- 
ty. into their own Bojoms, and of* objerv- 
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neftly, and impartially, enquire after, "the 


Jureſt > Means f, 927 One, aud 2 ö 


ring the Otber. And of ſuch an earneſt, 


and impartial Ws { well knew be 
| Conſequence. Tg HE | | 


Here, OP Rt in "ip of 1 115 mf 
: Fundamental Truth, ſome plain Argu- 
ments are offer d; Arguments derived 
from Principles which Infidels admit in 
common _*with \ Believef's!, Arguments, 


me altogether. 17 2 


i appear t te 


<< 4, I am fattsfied,'( 


ng, with; anytolerable E Degree of Atten- 


tion, what daily. paſſes,. round about them, 
in the World.” , feme Arguments ball, 5 
Here, occur, which Others have declined, 
- they are ſabmi. tred with all Deference to 
better Fudgments in this, of all Points, 
the moſt important. For, as to the Being 
of a Gop, that is no longer diſputed; but .. 
it is undiſputed, for this Reaſon only, viz. 
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Not early, like 'Narcifa; ee FO A 
Nor ſudden, like Nhilander-. What #27 [ 
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This ſeeming Mitigation but inflames' eff 
This fancy'd Medicine heightens mes + od * 
The longer hown, the cloſer ſtill ſhe grew 3 90 ee 
And gs e e bas 25.0 20 
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I the long "dark Approach chro · Years of Pain 
th's Gallery f (might T dare to call it ) Leier 27 |; 
wk Doll, and fable Tres, bangs : 


Sick Hepes pale Lamp, its only. — Ky 
There, Fate my melancholy Walle ordain' d, 
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At beſt, it babys. us with endleſs To.. BD 
I And keeps us Children till we drop to, Dad. e ee 
: | As Monkies at-a. Mirror ſtand amaz d. tl 2nd bb. 
I They fail to fud, what they ſo plainly Fe F 
I Thus Men, in ſhinit e the * 8 
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But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, 
And wiſh, ... e . 


How Few « can . 5 | Opulence from Want? " {A 
Who lives to Nature, rarely can be i f We . 60 
Who lives to Fang, never can be Rick. 
Poor is the Man in Debt; the Man of Gd ($a 
In debt to Fortune, trembles at her Pow'r. © 4 
The Man of Reaſon ſmiles at Her, and nne „ 
O what a Patrimony,! This? A Being I e cl 
Of ſuch inherent Strength and Majeſty, 
Not Worlds poſſeſt ca -raiſe it; Worlds eee 4 8 - 
Can't injure; which holds on its glorious Courſe, 
When thine, O Nature! ends ; Too bleſt to mourn 
Creation s Obſequies. What . Treaſure, eke 


vr Ages paſt, yet nothing gone! 2 
Morn without Eve! A Race without a Goal! 1 * 0 
Unſhortned by Progreſion Infinite? oY?! 46 a F 2 11 
Futurity for ever future! Life I's igt! { 4 ® 
Beginning ſtill, where Computation ends!” 18 07 oft | 
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by Lc , * * 
1 ee 2 1 by Fe f3 4 T4 * 651 5H: . 


— What can firike the Senſe ſo frong,. 
As This the Sou It thunders to the e 5 Su bet 
Reaſon amazes ; "Gratitude o'erwhelms ; as 10nd 
No more we ſlumber on the Brink of Fate ; d 1 1 d: my 
Rous'd, at the Sound, fh exuſting Soul alcends,”! © 
And breaths her native Air; an Air that fecds 
Ambition's high, and fans Ethereal Pires; 99 1 


-  Quick-kindles An that is Divine within us 
| Nor leaves one — Thought beneath the Stan. 
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1 glorious, and a 2 Refuge, that 


Would Others ent How wok Thrones adore? | 
| Becauſe tis common is the Bleſſing loſt? 5 


How this ties en, Hand of Heaven? | PE 
O vain, vain, vain all elſe: per We 


From vile Inpriſonment i in abject views. 


IM Immortality, 'tis that alone, S tLeegal 


Amid Life's 's ö Pains,  Mbaſements, Emptinge, 
The Soul can confort, elevate, and fill. | 

That only, and hat amply, This performs.; ; 4 
Lifts us above Life ] Fains, her Joysa above; $1 
Eternity depending covers all; 


Sets Earth at diſtance, , caſts her into . vt . 
Blends her Diſtinctions; ; abrogates her Pow' rs; | 4 HY 


The Low, the Lofty, Toyous, and Severe, 


Fortunes: dread Frowns, and A, 5 


Make one promiſcuous, and neglected kp, 
The Man beneath; if I may call him Man, 
Whom Inmortality's'fall Force inſpires. 
Nothing Terreſtrial touches his high Thought; 
Suns ſhine unſeen, and Thunders roll unheard, 
By Minds quite conſcious of their high Deſcent, _ 
Their preſent Proyince, and their future TEE 5 ; oe 
Divinely darting upward: every Wiſh, 5 


| Warm on the Wing, in glorious 2 bot. 


Doubt you this Truth ? Why labours your Belief * 
mn Orb, by ſome due diſtane d Eye, 


„ her tow'ring Alps would fink - 
And level & Mes e an even ena 0 
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Thus Earth, 1 1 that earthly Minds/adraire, - 
Is ſwallow'd i in Eternity s vaſt Round. %% Flo 
To that ſtupendous V. when Souls. eule, Nu 
Time's Toys ſubſide 3 and gl below. 
¹ A 


S 
= 


" Fathulialtic, This? Then all 15 re eak, 155 
But rank Enthuſiaſts: 'To this Ga 08 Sn = 
Some Souls haye ſoar'd; or Martyrs ne'er had bled. N 
And all may dd, what has by Mar been Ge. 
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Who, beaten by theſe ſubſunary Storms, * 
Doundleſs, interminable Joys can weigh, Na A 


i Unraptur'd, unexalted, uninflam'd ; £ 5 
What Slave, unbleft, who from To-morrow's ; Dawn. 


Expects an Empire ? He forgets h his Chain, b 
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a And thron d Lin. Thought, \ his abſent Scepter ware, 


6 es) Scepter waits 5 What bee, 
To comprehend her high Prerogatives, 10 wtf 
In this her dark Minority, he toils, 0 road T 
How vainly pants, the human Soul Divine? ca 865 1 | 
Too great the Bounty ſeems: for Earthly Joy ; 
What Heart W ie ſo ſtrange a nig. 
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In ſpite of all the 'Traths the Muſe has ſung, | 1 Ra pot 
Are there, who wrap the World fo cloſe about chem, | . 
They ſee no farther than the Clouds; and e dance 2 
On heedleſs Vanity's phantaſtic —_— T7... 

Tilt ſtunibling at a Straw, in heir Sander, 
Headlong they plunge, where end hoth Danee, 5 Son 85 
Are there on Earth (let me not call them Menn 
Who lodge a Soul Immortal in their Breaſts 3, wel baſe”, 
Unconſcious as the Mountain of its Ore ? 
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or Rock of itz n At. 1 ws Food eds ilk 
When Rocks ſhall melt, and Mountains rain, The go - 
Shall Know v their Freidenker 7 Treafure, then, no more.” 
1.2 135 £7 Geiß caw ar B 
mc 4 ) who refit A Yoo T 
The ning Thoughe?, Who.ſmother, in its Birth, 
The glorious Truth Who, ftruggle ta be Brntes ? 1-7 1 
Who thro” this Boſom · barrier burſt their Way? . 
And, with reverſt Ambition, ſtrive to ſink 7. FI. 
Who labour downwards thro th' oppoſing Pow” r 
Of Inſtin&, Reaſon, and the World againſt e 
To diſmal Hopes, andd ſhelter in the Shock . oval 


Ot endless Nigbt? Night darker tban 95 n 7 
Who fight the Proofs of Immortality 5 45 af 
To contradict them ſee all Nature ifs * 1 
What Object, what Event, the Moon deen. 
But argues, or endears, an Aſter· ſceue? 4 
To Reaſon proves, n weds it to Die, Ne 4 

All Things proclaim it needful ; z: ſome e, . 
One x precious Step beyond, and prove it fare. 


A thouſand Arguments ſwarm round my . _ : if 1 
From Heaven, and Earth,. and Man. . a few,. | 
By Nature, as her common Habit, wom. (bin OD 


Thou! whoſe all- providential Bye 85 
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Whoſe Hand directs, whoſe Spirit fills; and r 
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Creation, and holds e e ar e ee ü 
Eternity's Inhabitant auguſt! 7 1 1 r 
Of tu /o Eternities um: Loi? 10 wv26d a 
One paſt, eier Man 8 or Angels, had a begin; ROW 
| Aid! while I reſcue from the Foe!s We TY 
80 leben baer in Man. | 
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of Th erthe Great Immutable, to: Man 40 


- Speaks Wiſdom; is his Oracle ſupreme ; 3 
And he who moſt conſults Her, is moſt Wile. Foes 


Look Nature thrbugll, Yo ber Al.. 21.44 7 
All Op, pee eee * 


N pallid Autumn ; Winter gre : 
Horrid with Froft,” and turbulent with Ae ws 0h, 
Blows Autumn, and his golden Fruits away. 
Then melts into the Spring ; Soft Spring, with oy | 
Favonian, from warm Chambers of the South, a 
Recalls the Firf:, All, to reflouriſh, fades. 1 0 

A in a Wheel, All finks,; to reaſeenjd. 
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| Emblems of Man, who paſſes, nor expires: wie 11 
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Wich this minute DitinAtion,' Binblerisjuft, A 0 
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Nature revolves, but Man altar; 52 Pier 1 T 
Eternal, that a Circle, rb a Line.” ” + 5 
That gravitates, this ſoars.” Tv aſpiring Soul 

Ardent, and tremulous, like Flame, aſcendss 7 
| Zeal, and Humility, her Wings ts Heaven. 
The World of Matter, with its various Forms, wy 0 
All dies into new Life. Life born from Death | 7 


Rolls the vaſt Maſs, and ſhall for ever l. 


No ſingle Atom, once in being, loſt, wo # © 
With Change of Counſel, ] charges, the m ſt E 5 IO 
© Mates," Khoi) ?/and/fhill m— 0 


Above the Nubler, Mal Ki Böti 70 
| Shall Man alone, for u um all elſe revive ina if 
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The Cham unbroken upward, to the Realms 


* And Part E W de 


Checkt Reaſon halts, her next Step wants Support; 
Striving to climb, ſhe tamil from her Scheme, 
A Scheme, Anahgy pronounc'd ſo true ; ; 

' aal v. Man's ſureſt Guide below. EY 
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No IN ſhall Man alone, 0 50 5 i 


Imperial Man l be ſown in barren Ground, 5 
Leſs privileg d chan Grain, on which he e 
Is Man, in whom alone i is Power to prize 2 vs 


The Bliſs of Being, or with previous Pain _ FH ff 
Deplore its Period, by the Spleen « of Fate a 
Severely doom'd Deals Ld Unredecm' d * 10 i 
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1 ?tis Graden all. 1 1 


r Jan's be encth Babwms, 
To that above it join'd, to that beneath, 
Parts into Parts reciprocally ſhot, 


 Abhor Divorce: What Love of Union reigns ? 


Here, dormant Matter, waits a Call to Life; - | 
Half. life, half-death join in There; Here, Like and Senſe 3 


RινE:d oht ith Bio. "It how ee 7 


or NE thoſe Realms ef Bliſs, | * 


Eternal; or in Man the Series enz nk FR 
Wide yawns the Gap, Connexion 3 is no more ; - 
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38 Non An and Saen Ports, 
Of Man | « Hear the lofty Site, 35 
If fo decreed, 'th* Almighty Will be done. = 
« Let Earth diffolve, yon ponderous Otbs deſcend, Ko 
«And grind us into Duſt : The Soul is ſafe; 

cc The Man emerges ; mounts abo we the Wreck, 

i As tow'ring Finnie Bag Water's ben hre; 
«c O'er Dee 83 2 N The 25 2 5 
4c His Charter, lůs inviolable Rights; 


as tab 


n 


c 


| 5 Þ L 3 0 7 5 
* es e d to learn from Thunder's Ir [ 
£4 2 1 ” 7 el * : bi rs 
N 251731 Ne 2383 Sq} 227 * 1 $1.7 int! at. 1 
_— T , 7 * > i 5 1 ”w 3 7 = #'ÞS N [FT he . 1 Dr 
n * ri el nin f135:% 
* 4 
6 

bn HS Gs A ; 1 2 4 8 

4 H n 
1 * 1 * * 
oP . 8 

1 * N. 
* 8 (2 r 14 1 . 


122 * 
: t 115 * 2 12 * * 
— 3 
EY a . 4 1 | 


«+ 


2 9 
W 


| | = _% * 
; 758 25 


- — 8 » = 4 F 8 N * $5 ; . = =. : 
\ > l . 4 ; | 
: = Z "IFC \ ' * - | - 2 „„ 09 A F 


4 


ES 119 


s <td 1:4 — 
£ 
X- 
2 v ＋ 
| ths A. 
2 4 
; "4 
"A: 3; 122 
27 2 1 „ 1 ell 
z . 1 : "Sf * "3 f . 
d JAPQUOTT om NIELS £ 
* 
1 ; : ; 1 . 8 oF iy * 
Mair, 14105 hold el wor. 
| WM : £ y : ; | 5 * | ; 
5 "237 e; 4 2 ; l 
Np | | 7 


4 
4 


4 


Ls 
"LS. 


* ST * s 0 „ 171 
4 *, & iS, is * % 4 35 $5 "S 2 3 12 b 4 2 * & „ : 
4 11 4 1 * ws © $ 319 3 4 2 ; 
= 
= . - 
S * . — 
2 PR” - I 1 . 3 
* 5 n 7 ? £ : 
5 4 I * $ 5 - - & 
1 & A 
- 5 ys « & 
a * LS» * hy ge [4 * —5 # F Ga * — 7 3 ö 
1 F : A 35: + Tg doi of 4 7 W 1 CF 1 $4 w #:4:/ 1 # 
* - * - 


* N We 12 7 9 b * ; 5 W C 7 : W; 
. MPBORTANECE :- 

d ry - * 4 {2 » ** my 7 " 8 

Sz DLO 4 * 1 3 E 4 r 74} LY 


_ 
571 $47 * £f 
, 4 9 8 F 12 x * Sa 
9 E17 4 #097 $6, £26 
x F* — 5 
* 7 * - - 
+ 4 18 122 
+ 3 * £ 1148 * 1 — ad 143 ry - 


Ss 4.3 
2 EE 


+ 
13 


: 228 * 
1 SWEET Hats ni ger 


EA w'n gives the neelſul, but neglected Call. 
What Day dt Hou but knocks at human” | 
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To wake the Soul to Senſe of future Scenes? 1 104 


The Grave's our ſubterrancan-Road to BE 2 
Yes, infinite Indulgence plan Sit: fonts 2] 


koh various Parts-our glorious Story runs $00 0% 


The Volume, (ne ' er unroll'd !) of human Fate. 


| This, 
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= 7, Barth, and Skies already have proclaim'd. 

5 ele fo 

And who, what Gop foretels, (who ſpeaks in Thing, : 
5 Still louder chan in Words) ſhall dare deny? 

If Nature's Arguments appear too weak, E : 

Turn a new Leaf, and ſtronger read in Man. 

If Man ſleeps on, untaught by what he fees, 
B Cm he Neue Adel to what . 1 
5 hes, there, — — 1% 5 

hops in Oe wade» foe, I Fil 


Why Diſcantent for ever harbour d there 1 
Incurable Conſumption Tf! our, Peace ! „„ 
Reſolve me, why, the ottager, and' King, 5 
He whom Sea. ſever d R 0 an&he | = 

Who fieals his whole Fee 6 "Ah the Walt,” 48 
Repelling Winter's: Blaſt, with Mud 95 . 5 
Diſquieted alike, AE Sigh . x Pighs © b. 
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löl, N . can SEL Fad 4 5 
Deep nta will 8 Flocks A 7 
To.ſhare their Breet rn 9, Man, An ** an * 

In this, not Bis own Place, this F oreign Field, Z 
Poor in Abundance, famiſh'd ata Feaſt. 7 BT 
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Is Heav'n then kinder ta thy Flocks, than Thee * r | 


* f f | 
* « 1 * 1 rer 
Not ſo; thy Paſture richer, but nc ock! 
Not 10; thy Faſture r t remote: l 
— 2 = x 5 4 1 : 2 > >) 4 : Lr 
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„ Night the Sixth.” | 
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By 1 55 his — ſleeps, nor * the 8 8 


The glorious Foreigners diſtreſt, hull ſiglæ 


Our lead our Hearts, our Fallon ande our run * 


Varipen'd T, "heſe 1 in this inclement Clime, FF? 


The Cauſe how obvious, when his Reaſon Wakes? 2 
His Grief is but his Grandeur in Diſgniſe; | 
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And Diſcontent is. Imortality, Th 
© Shall Sons of thor, ſhall'zhe Blood of Hew 5 . 


Set up their Hopes on Earth, and ſtable here,” 3 


With brutal Aequieſcence in the Mire? 551 viz x 


No! no, my Friend I ichen ſhall be nobly 22200 * 


On Thrones; and Thou congratulate deen, ali boch 


Man's e ee 8 | 


Speak the ſame Language call us to the Skies . 


Scarce riſe above ConjeQure, and Miſtake ;* 8 ou 


And for this Land of Trifles, Thos too lng, „ 


Tumultuous riſe and tempeſt human Life; 5 


What Prize on Earth can pay us for the Storm? 

Meet Objects for our Paſſions Heav 1 ordain” ; 1 | 
Objects that challenge all their Fire, and leave 

No Fault, but in Defect: Rleſt Heavn! Avert 

A bounded Ardor for unbounded'Blis ; . 
O for a Bliſs unbounded ! Far benen 
A Soul immortal, is a mortal Joy. Nh 
Nor are our Pour to-periſh immatare ;” - | 4 
But, after feeble Effort, here, beneath 10 
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Tranſplanted from this ſublunary Bed, 
Shall flouriſh fair, and put forth all heir men. 


| Reaſon progreſlive,: Tnflin® i is complete; OG 
Swift Inſtinct leaps ; flow Reaſon feebly climbs. . 

Brutes ſoon their Zenith reach ; their little All. | 
| Flows in at once; in Ages they 1 no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Was Man to live co-eval with the Sun, 
The Patriarch-pupil would be learning ſtill; 
Vet, dying, leave his Leſſon half anleamt. Cit 701 
Men periſh in Advance, as if the vunnn * 
Should ſet ere Noon, in Eaſtern Oceans: ananas 
To Man, why, Stepdame Nature! ſo ſevere? 
Why thrown aſide thy Maſter- piece nne 
While meaner Efforts thy laſt Hand enjoy? 
Or, if abortively poor Man muſt die, 
Nor reach, what reach he might, why die i in Dread, > 
Why curſt with Foreſight? Wile to Miſery A 
Why of his proud Prerogative the Prey R 
Why leſs pre- eminent in Rank than Pain — f i [ 
His irmortality alone can tell, | TEE 
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Full ample Fund to ballance all amiſs, | 


And tum the Seale in favour of the Juſt. 
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| His 1 alone. can . fp 

Tlhat darkeſt of Enigmas, human Hape; 

Of all the darkeſt, if at Death A 

Hepe, eager Hope, th' Aſſaſſin of our Jo. 

All preſent Bleſſings treading under foot, e 

Is ſcarce a milder Tyrant than Deſpair. 

With no paſt Toils content, ſtill planning ne vw, 
r 5 VVV Hape 
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Hope turns us oer to Death alone for Eaſe, | wr, | 
Poſſeſſion, why, more; taſteleſs than Parte. ol. ck 


Why is a Wiſh far dearer than a Crown? 3 aT - 
That Wiſh, accompliſh'd; why, the Grave of Elin? 
Becauſe in the great Future bury'd deeper: 
Beyond our Plans of Empire, and eee 8 1 


Lies all that Man with Ardor eee Ry ; 
And He who made him, Ont : 14 


Man's Heart the * ALkuronty t to the Futire ſet 
And makes his Epe his — Joy. | 555 _ 
Man's Heart eats all Things, Mn ey in! bi 
Hence, the World's Maſter, from Ambition's re 
In Caprea plung d and div'd beneath the n. 
| Is that mak: far ty ro ROOT: 
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Lo! relies Rage is ever on [ihe Wings ed bttv 
And never ſtooping, but to want again. B ee 
Next Moment, ſhe betrays her Aim's Minake, 
And owns her Quarry lodg'd beyond the Gare. 


1 4 
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There mould it PV WY (it muft : fail u us 57 madly 
If Being fails) more mournful Riddles riſes , « wk 17 
And Virtue vies with Hope in Myſtery. '* A MAT nx) 
Why Virtue ? Where its Praiſe, its Heings, fled ? „ 
Virtue is true Self-intereſt purſy'd ;\ 9 7 . 2 1 | 
What, true Self. int reſt of quite-mortg! Man ? 6 
To cloſe with all that makes him happy here. 


If Vice, (as ſometimes) is our Friend on Earth, 


Then ak is Virtue, tis our n ORR WE ER 
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The rigid juardian of a blameleſs Heart, 
So long rever dz ſo long reputed wife, 
Is weak; with rank Knight. errantries oer run. 
Why beats thy Boſom with illuſtrious Dreaths | 
Of gallant Enterprize, and glorious: Death? 
Die for thy Country? Thou romantic Toer! 
Seize, ſeize the Plank thyſelf, and let her fink ; 7 
Thy Country}! what 10 Thee? (L ſpeak with Awe} 
The God: head, what? tho” he ſhould, bid thee bod? 
If, with thy Blood, th Aon gg fs. $1 1 


Nor can Omnipotenee reward the n x 
Be deaf; preſerve * e | Ft 
1 WD. 

Why is Man Ger G te be Good n FE eds 5 gle 


Why to be God i -vain 
| Why to be Good in vai, * Math etray 
Betray'd by Traitor lodg'd in his own. Ban, 
By ſweet Complacencies from Virtue felt? th 4+ 
Why whiſpers: Nature Lyes on Virtue" fat? 
Or if blind Zſfin& (which. aſſumes the Name 
Of facred Conſcience Y plays the Fool i in Man, - . 
Why Reaſon tnade Accomplice in tie Cheat? 
Why are the Wieſt, loudeſt in her Praiſe? | 
Can Man by. Reaſor''s Beam be led aftray ? | 


"Or, at his Peril, imitate his G? | 
Since Virtue ſometimes ruins us on Earth, 


© Or Beth are tue or, Man wives the Grave. ; 
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Or Man brine th Grave, or own, Ty 
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Dauntleſs thy Spirit; Cow: zare thy Scom. Iris 1 
8 Grant Man immortal, and thy Scorn is juſt. ex 99 
'# The Man immortal, nationally braves, 


Dares ruſh on; Death, — becauſe he cannot die pry | 
But if Man loſes. All, When Life i 1 loſt, Bris i RR 1 
He lives a Coward, or a Fool expires. . 7 | | 
A daring Infidel, (and ſuch there are, © © © 

4 From Pride, Example, Luere, Rage, WET © 

| Or pure heroical Defect of Thought) r wot 80 wy; 
Of all Earth's Madmen, moſt deſerves a Chain. ; 24 ; h. 


| When, to the Grave, we 4 the Rincon: d 
For Valour, Virtue, Science; all we love, 3 tot en 
And all we praiſe; for Worth, whoſe Nos: tide Beam. 
4 | Mends our Ideas of Ethereal Pow rs; B 
[ Dream we; that Luſtre of the moral Word: | 
Goes out in Stench, and Rottenneſs the Cloſe? * 4 N 4 | 
Why was he wiſe to know, and warm to — | 
And ſtrenuous to tranſcribe, in human Life, 
Ther Mind ALMIGHTY ? Could i it be, that — 
Juſt when the Lineaments began to ſnine,. PERL 1 
Should ſnatch the Draught, and blot it. out for ever? 
Shall we, eee Gas Mp 4 "41 
The next, loſe Man for ever in the Duſt.? are 
From Duſt we diſengage, or Man miſtakes; at a7 
And There, where leaſt his Judgment fears a Flaw... . 
Wiſdom, and Worth, how boldly he commends? 
MWiſdom, and . orth, are ſacred Names; Rever' 4. 
Where not Embrac'd ;  Applauded! Deify -d 22 | 
Why not Compaſlion'd too? If W 1 "th or 505 0 
Both are Calamities, inflicted both, Naa Db A | 
To make us but more-wretched* 775 Taos Eye 
| Acute, for What! ? To ſpy more Miſeries ; | 2 
E e 3 | „ 
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In future Age lies no Redrefs ? Ns * 
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And North, G recon 
Or Man the Grave ſurmounts, or Gain is Loſs, 
And Worth exalted humbles us the more. | 
Thou wilt not patronize a Scheme that makes | 

Weakneſs, and Vize, che Refog of Mankind. 


In Man the more we dive, the more we ſee 
Heav'n's Signet ſtamping an immortal Make. 
Dive to the Bottom of his Soul, the Baſe ; 


ipens'd; — — 


Saſtaining all 3 what find we ? Knowledge, Love. 


As Light, and Heat, effential to the Sun, 


Theſe, to the Soul. And why, if Souls expire? 


How little Lovely Bere #7 How little Know- n; 


Why . on weer, 4 8 * 4585 


\Rank le een e 01 10 40A 


— 


Which reaps but Pain, den da Chin t 


Eternity the Door on our Complaint? 
If ſo, for what ſtrange Ends were Mortals _—_ 


"The Worſt to wallow, and the Beft to weep; 
The Man who merits, moſt, muſt moſt Septen: 
Can we conceive a Piſregard in Heaven, 
What the Worft PRs, or Beſt endure | 2 


This cannot be. To Loue, . in Man 


1s boundleſs Appetite, and boundleſs Pow'r ; - 


| And Theſe domopſtrate boundleſs Objekts too. 


| 


— 


_ 


* 
22 4 


Their Good is Good entire, unmixt, led i 


85 MN o Day, no Glimpſe of bo to ſolve the Knot, 


I F yy 
\ * 5 — — 


Mon az SAY ACRED: Porzüs. 0, f 


Nor, Nature thro”, o'er viclaes his cel, 7 2 1 
Eternal Concord, on her tuneful Strinngg. 
Is Man the ſole eee ce ods 
Eternity track off from human Hope 
(I ſpeak with Truth, but- tete Ne 
Man is a Monſter, the Reproach of Hear'n, baA | 
A Stain, a dark impenetrable Cloud I 8 


On Nature's beauteous Aſpect nnd ies, A hal. 


{Amazing Blot ) deforms her with her Lord. 12 4271 
Or own the Soul Immortal, or invert "11699 $505 281 


All Order. Go, mock-Mijeſty ! 29, Mn? 25 415 


1 Ss 4} 84 
EEE. 


And bow to thy Superiors of the Stall; 
Thro' ev'ry Scene of Senſe ſuperior far: 


They graze the Furf untill'd ; they drink 4 Sl 


147 Sheri ind 7s 9 


Unbrew' d, and ever full, and un- embitter d 


With Doubts, Fears, frutleſs en l . 

| ans, 45; = 
Mankind's Peculiar ! Reaſons 8 . Dow b4 
No foreign Clime They ranfack for their ks, 1 40s 77 
Nor Brothers cite to the litigious Bar; ; 


- 


They find a Paradife in ev'ry Field, $7458 541k 
Their I, no more than ſtrikes the See; ene 
By previous Dread, or Murmur in the Rear; 2 


When the vorft comes, it comes unfear d; one 2 


Begins, and ends, their Woe: They Fo but once; 


Bleſt inconmunicable te : 


Philoſopher, or Hero, bebe! in vain. 


Account 7 this Prerogative i in n Brutes. 3 


- 


748: Monat! and SACRED Por MS. 


But what beams on it from Eternity. ores 210% ones K 
O ſole, and ſweet Solution! That unties 123 
. Sragy-2/.s'c -1i 050 1 
The Cloud on Nature's beauteous Face diſpels ; ; 16 4 
Reſtores bright Order; caſts the an AS 3300 J 
And re · inthrones us in Supremacʒ NI & ei ; 


Of Joy, ev'n Here. A ed Lied): #2 A 
And Virtue is Aight-errantry no more; ' 
Each Virtue brings in Hand a golden DoW r. 
Far richer in Reverſions: Hope « exults ; "I {a 105 5 : 
And tho' much Bitter ih, our Cup i is thrown, 1 An 


ee 
Predominates, and gives the Taſte of Heay'r n. 1 


O wherefore i is the. Dx Ir v ſo kind? OE - 
Heav'n our Reward ——for Heay' n enjoy'd below. ——__ 


- 2 $Ws — ee. 


Still anſubdu'd thy. ſtubborn Heart For 5 Arch 2 
The Traitor lurks, who doubts the Truth I 40g. 
Rea ſon is guiltleſs; Will alone rebels. 
What, in that ſtubborn Heart, if I bz find 
New, unexpected Witneſſes againſt thee? | / x 
Ambition, Pleaſure,” and the Love of Gain! N 4 5 
Can'ſ thou ſuſpect that The/z, which make the Soul. 
The Slave of Earth, ſhould own he? Heir of art n 2 
Can ſt thou ſuſpect, what makes us eg 


9 


- 


0 Papers ſhould prove it t:, ag v 

Firſt, then, "Anbition farnmon to the = 2 0 | 5 # 
Ambition' 8 Shame, Extravagance, Diſgaft, 5 5 ä > 5 
And inextingusſbable Nature, f peak. | "6 j 5 


Each much depoſes ; ; hear them in their Tum. rk =, 


Thy Soul, how bebe Fond of Fame? | 
How anxious, that fond Paſſion to conceal? 
En bluſh detected i in Defi igns on Praiſe, 


— 


Mon xi and SACR 55 Pd ny 7 
Tho for beſt Deeds, and from the beſt of Men ; 
And why ? Becaafe Immortal. Arc Dine 
Has made the Body Tutor to the Soul; 
Heav'n kindly gives our Blood a moral Flow; 5 
Bids it aſcend the, glowing C Cheek, and' there 15 Aj 8 
U pbraid that little Heart's inglorious „ e 
Which ſtoops to court a Character from Man; ; F Ws 
While o'er us, in tremendous Judgment, ſit 
Far more than Man, with endleſs Praiſe, and Blame. | g 


80 Ambition's boundleſs Appetite out- pee Io4Catat 1 
The Verdict of its Shame. When Souls. take Finwic:.” al 
One Age is poor Applauſe; the mighty Shout, 4 
The Thunder by the living Few begun, wy 
Late Time muſt echo; Worlds unborn, wd, 


We wiſh our Names erernally to lire. : 122K 
Wild Dream! Which ne'er bat utes Thong 
Had not our Natures been eternal too. 4 k 
1:/in# points out an Int'reft deny: V 
But our blind Reaſon fees not where it lies 
Or, ſeeing, gives the Subſtance for 88 7 641 
Fame is the Shade of Immortality, -.: wr or ad 


And in itſelf a-Shadow - Soon ee ke 1 4 f 
Contemn'd; it ſhrinks to — ei 
Conſult th Ambitious ; tis Ambition's Cure. 

«© And is This all? e 
Diſguſted. This Thisd Proof Ambition . 
Of Immortality. The firſt in Fame, 
Obſerve him near, your Envy will abate: | 
Sham'd at the Diſproportion vaſt, a g 
The Paſſion, and the Purchace, he will h. 
At ſuch Succeſs, and bluſh at nis Renown. 


— 


And why: 2. Berauſe far ae Prize invites 1 2 
His Heart; mate ie Glory eb. 5 5 


And can Ambition a Fourth Proof ſupply ? 
It can, and ronger 1 than the. former Three ; *5 x 
Yet quite g'er- look'd by ſome reputed Wiſe. 
Tho' Diſappointments i in Ambition pair, IT 
And tho” Succeſs d/gufts, yet ſtill, in vain! | 
We ſtrive to pluck it from us. Man muſt ſoar ; 8 
An obſlinate Activity within, 8 
An inſuppreflive Spring will toſs him up 
In Spite of Fortunes Load. Not Kings done : 
Each Villager has his Ambition too, ee e 365 a0 
No Sultan prouder than his fetter d Slave: 
Slaves build their little Babylons of Straw, m Sin 
Echo the proud I Hrian, in their Hearts 
And cry, —e“ Behold the Wonders of my eee 

And why ? Becauſe immortal as their Lands" cl 
And Souls immortal muſt for ever heave bo ee Sack 
At ſomething Great; the Glitter, or the Geld; 5 
The Praiſe of Mortal, or the Praiſe of Heay'n, 30 fe 


© Thus far Anbitin. What ſays abode abi cf cog 
This her chief Maxim, which has long been Thine 15 
* The Wiſe and Wealthy are the ſame. PI grant 20 | 
To ſtore up Treaſure, is Man's higheſt Praiſe. a 
To this great End keen Inflind ſtings Ao 
To guide that Inſtinct, Reaſon! is thy Charges: 


Tis Thine to tell us where true Treaſure err Gap 
But Reaſon failing to diſcharge her Traſt, ee 
A Blunder follows, and blind Induſtry, ' 5 bs $83 

N Ober loading with the Cares of diſtant ap,” ma 


3 47 
S % - * 73 LR © ak * „ 4 5 2 4 4 1 5 To 1 hne * 
4 ** 1A « 2 | — * 
- 7 b i : ; 
. 


'F 
wy 


The jaded Spirits of the preſent Hour, A 
Provides for n below... N 2 hi wt mal, — 


Look farther, the Command ſtands yore Tevers * 


Truth ſhe ſhall ſpeak for once, tho prone to ye, 


I 


: mY G1 
: 
{3G 


Maple: and 180er rede I EY 


N 


— * 0 
a. . 3 


= Thou ſhalt not Sheer is a wiſe Cor 
But bounded to the Wealth the Sun ſarveys: ; 


And Av'rice is a Virtue moſt divine. i TY by. 1 
Whence inextinguiſhable Thirſt of Gain = RL | 
From inextinguiſhable Life in Mann 
Sour Grapes I grant Ambition, Avarice . 
Vet ſtill their Root is Immortality. 5 | 
Theſe its wild Growths Religion e 23 | 


Refine, exalt, throw down their pois'nous: Lee, * 


And make them ſparkle in the Bow! of Riß. 12281 = 


See the Third Witneſs . d at Bliſs remote, 
And falſly promiſes an Eder here; 3% 


A common — and ee is her Name. 7 25 


Anne N ature _—_ us not more fond, chan proud 95 
Of Happineſs, (whence Hypocrites in Joy, z 
Makers of Mirth ! Artificers of Smiles) 
Why ſhould the Joy molt poignant Senſe affords, 
Burn us with Bluſhes, and rebuke our Pride? 
Thoſe Heav'n- born Bluſhes tell us Man nn 4 
Ev'n in the Zenith of his earthly Bliſs: s? 
Should Reaſon take her infidel Repoſe, ' . |} 
This honeſt Zn ſpeaks our Lineage high; _ j 
This Inftin& calls on Darkneſs to conceal * 


| Our rapturous Relation to the Stalls. 
Our Glory covers us with noble Shame, 
| And he that's unconfounded, is unman 4: 


"0 Far, far beyond the Worth of all below, 


AllsJudge Divine: Bat in che Paſſious to 


. 


* 


"352. jj ek en S0 caso bean. 
The Man that Bluſhes i is not quite a Brute. r 


Thus far with Thee, I cloſe, Pleaſure is Gerl. 


But Pleaſure full of Glory, as of Joy ; 


Pleaſure, which neither bluſhes, nor expire. 


The Witneſſes are heard, che Cauſes oer: 83. 
Let Conſcience file the Sentence i in her Court, . 
Thus, ſeal'd by Truth, th authentic Record runs. 


+ rh e Know Infdel,—unape to Know! 
oh Tis Immortality decyphers Man, LT 


« And opens all the Myſteries of his Make. 
4 Without it, half his Inſtincts are a Riddle; 


« Without it, all his Virtues are a Dream: * : 
5 His very Crimes atteſt his o 


His ſateleſs Thirſt of Pleaſure, Gold, and Fame, 


Declares him born for. Bleſlings inſinite; i: XR 
% What; leſs than Infinite, makes unabſurf ld 
« Paſſions, Which all eee I 
Fierce Paſſions ſo miſmeafur'd to this Scene, 

6  Stretch'd out, like Eagles Wings, beyond our Neſt, 


[ ' 


% For Earth too large, preſage a nobler Ph Flight, © 


6 And evidence our Title = the Skies.” f 


ve gane Theclpgues, of Ale Kind! 
Whoſe Conſtitution dictates to your Pen, 1 
Who, Could yourſelves, think 5 comes from. 


Hell! 


Think not our Paſſions from POR ſpring,” ny s 7-1 


Tho' to Corruption, now, they lend their 1 Fail) 
That is their Miſtreſs, not their Mather. 878 


; * i 1 | 8 


I ſee a Grandeur ſpeaks their glorious End; 
Which ſpeaks them Rays of an Eternal Firw, 

In Paradiſe itſelf they burnt as wong, : 
Ere Alam fell; „ 55 
What tho our Paſſions are run mad, ** 


With low, terreſtrial Appetite, to graze © *' 


On Traſh, on Toys, dethron'd from high Deſire 3 
Yet ſtill, thro! their Diſgrace, no feeble Ray  _ 
Of Greatneſs ſhines, and ell whence WE pls 8 
But Theſe, When Rea/on takes the Rein again, a 


Shall reaſcend, and mount their Native re TOES 


But grant their Frenzy laſts; their Frenzy fails | 
To diſappoint one providential End; | 
Was Keaſon ſilent, boundleſs Paſſion ſpeaks | 
A future Scene of boundleſs Oꝶiecrs too. 
Conſider Man as an immortal Being, 

Intelligible, All; and All is Great; 
Conſider Man as mortal, all is dark, | 
And wretched ; Reaſon weeps at the Survey. Ds 


The Jearn'd Lorenzo cries, « And let her weep, 


« Weak, modern Reaſon; Antient Times were vis. * 


2 Hnthority, that venerable Guide, 

“ Stands on my Part; the fam'd Athenian Porch, 

*. (And who for Wiſdom ſo renown'd as They 8 

« Deny'd this Immortality to Man.) _ 

J grant it; but affirm they prov'd it too. 555 
A Riddle, This? Have Patience, PI explain. ts 


Wat noble Vanities, what moral Flights, . D 8 
litt ring chro- their romantic Wiſdom's Page, 
R at once, De and admire ? oh 


A Ff o 
” £206 


| Mama an baue Poms: 3 3 + 


— — 
” 
* 


257 ä 


354 Mon Al and $AcxED Pons, 


Fable is flat to Theſe high-ſcaſon'd Sires, ak 
They leave th' Extravagance of Song below. 
* Fleſh ſhall not feel; or feeling, ſhall enjoy 

* 'The Dagger, or the Rack; to them alike 
A Bed of Roſes, or the burning Bull.” | 


In Men exploding all beyond the Grave, 


Strange Doctrine, This: as Doctrine it was firange, - 


But not as Prophecy ; for ſuch it prov'd, 


And, to their own Amazement, was fulfill'd : 57 8 
They feign'd a Firmneſs Chriſtians need not feign, 
The Chriftian truly triumph'd in the Flame. | 


_ Whence, then, thoſe. Thoughts 7 Thoſe tow'ring g 
| Thoughts that flew ' 
Such monſtrous Heights: From 2 and from Pride 
The g'orious Inſtinct of a deathleſs Soul, 
Confus'dly conſcious of her Dignity, 
Suggeſted Truths, they could not undetſtand. 


In LAſ's Dominion, and in Pacon's Storm, | 


_ Truth's Syſtem broken, ſcatter'd Fragments lay, B83 
As Light in Chaos, glimm'ring thro” the Gloom: 
Smit with the Pomp of lofty Sentiments _ 

| Pleas'd Pride proclaim'd, what Reaſon diſbeliey' 4. 
| They ſpoke, what nothing but Immortal Souls 
Could peak, and thus the Truth ration 4. proy M1 


Can then Hfardties, as well. as | Crimes, 
Speak Man Inmortal ? All things ſpeak him ſo. | | 


Mach has been urg'd; and doſt thou call for more? 


„ Al e Ear is All. 


Call; C 36h 


3 


— — 


Mon AlL and SacreD: PotMs. 355 
„Why Life, a Moment; Infinite, Deſire? © 
« Our Wiſh, Eternity; our Home the Grave? 8 
C Heav'n's Promi/e dormant lies in amok Hope, = . 
« Who wwihes Life Immortal, proves r | bo 
N "ERP Happineſs purſu'd, tho” never found ? | 
| «-Man's Thirſt of Happineſs declares It is, 85 
For Nature never gravitates to nought;) 
„ That Thirſt unquencht declares I is not N 
« Why by Reſeckion marr'd the Joys of Senſe ? 
Why Paſt, and Future, preying on our Hearts, 
* And putting all our pręſent Joys to Death? 
% Why labours Reafon ? - In/tin# were as well; 
_ * Inſtin, far better ; what can chuſe can err; 
« O how infallible the thoughtleſs Brute ? 
* Reaſon with Inclination, why at War? 
Why Senſe of Guilt? Why. ne am. | 


Conſcience of Guilt, is Prophecy of Pain, 9 

| And Boſom-council to decline the Bio G. 
Reaſon with Inclination ne er had j jarr . as 

If nothing Future paid Forbearance Ree”: 
Thus on—Theſe, and a thouſand Pleas uncall' d, 
All promiſe, ſome enſure, a ſecond Scenez 
Which was it doubtful, would be dearer far 
Than all Things elſe moſt certain; was it falſe,” 
What Truth on Earth ſo precious as the Lye? 3 
This World it gives us, let what will enſue; _ 
This World i it gives, in that high Sou, en 
The Future of the Preſent is the Soul; 

How this Life groans, when ſever' d From the next . 
Poor, mutilated. Wretch, that Diſbelievesl ./ — 
* cries Diſtruſt his Being cut in two, 1 
e In 


% 


- 356 in a mb gacnkp Deus 


Tn both Parts periſhes; Life void of Joy, 
Sad Prelude of Eternity in Pain! . EIT 


Couldſt Thou perſuade me, the next Life Polk 9 
Our ardent Wiſhes ; how ſhould I pour out | | 
My bleeding Heart in Anguiſh! With what Though 
Abhor'd Ann IHILATION! blafts the Soul, 5 
And wide · extends the Bounds of human Woe J 


23 


þ In this black Channel would my Ravings run: 


10 Grief, Hom the F. uture borrow'd Peace, ere. while. 


- © The Future vaniſht! and the Preſent pain'd ! 
Fall, how profound I hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once 


o Night! To Nothing!” Darker ſtill than Night. - 


If *twas a Dream, why wake me, my worſt engl 
O ſor Deluſion! O for Error tilt! 0 
t Could Vengeance ftrike much ſtronger, than to plant 
„ Thinking Being in a World like This, 
„ Not over:rich before, now beggar'd quite; 
More curſt than at the Fall? The Sun goes out! 
The Thorns ſhoot up! What Thorns i in ev ry d ? 
*© Why Senſe of Better? It imbitters Worſe. 
Why Senſe ? Why Life ? If but to ſigh, then fink _ 
To whatT was? Twice Nothing! and much Woe! 
Woe, from Heay'n's Boanties! ins from what 
. Was wont „ © 
ct To flatter mot, high Intelleftual Pow'rs. ee 


„ Thought, Virtus, ned Bleſſings, by 
| _ - Scheme,” 2 
« All poiſon'd into Pains. Firſt, Knowledge, once 
« My Soul's Ambition, Op 


To brow myſelf, ue Wiſdom 7. —No, to n n. 


* 


a? — 
k * 


: * 


Mon AL and ee . N. — 
cc Avert thy Mirror ; 1f1 few; I 4 BETS "a 2 1 * 7 | 
& Know my 9 ? Climb His blet Abode 


« By painful Speculation, pierce the Veil, 
cc Dive in His Nature, read His Attributes, 14 


« And gaze in Admiration $71 


on a Foe, i 
% Obtruding Life, with- holding Happineſs > 
ce From the full Rivers that ſurround His en x +: 


Not letting fall one Drop of Joy on Man I, 
« Man gaſping for one Drop, that he might ceaſe 0 
« To curſe his Birth, nor envy Reptiles more! 


60 ve ſable Clouds! Ve darkeſt Shades of Night! 135 
« Hide Him, _ hide. Him, from my Thought. | 


"v0 2 His Archivuemtts ? Study His Renown? 
« Contemplate this amazing Univerſe, | 1 
«« Dropt from His Hand, with Miracles replete _ 1 your 
„For what? Mid Miracles of nobler Manta rod „ 
« 'To find one Miracle of Miſer 7 [ROE EY 

% To find the Being, which alone ard „ 
« And praiſe His Works, a Blemiſh on His Praiſe 2. 1 
„ 'Thro' Nature's ample Range, in Thought, to ſtray, „ 
And ſtart at Man, the ſingle Mourner There, 
«© Breathing high Hope! chain d ene. ns.” 1 


4 5868 is Sub ring : And hall pine ware | 
© The Sigh of Knowledge ? Virtue ſhares the Sigh. 
*© By ſtraining up the Steep of Excellent, 
By Battles fought, and from Temptation, won, 
What gains ſhe, but the Pang of ſeeing Worth, 


<= © Angelic Worth, | ſoon, ſhuffled in the Dark | 


— — —49--<— 


= 


2 r 
e „ * FRY, 
7 2 "Wo. - + * * 


All is inverted, Wiſdom is a Fool. 
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358 Morar and Sackxtp 5 £ 
ig ern Vice, and fvept to bratal D: 
Merit is Madneſs; Virtue is a Crime 

* A Crime to Reaſom, if it coſts us Pain 


5 Unpaid: What Pain, amidſt a thouſand more, 8 
Jo think the moſt Abanden's, after —_— 
4 Of Triumph o'er their Betters, find in Death 

oy As ſoft a Pillow, nor make fouler Clay 1 ; 


* Navy! Religion! Shak oor Duty done. 
' © Imply Reward. | Religion is Miſtake, 5 
92 Duty?— There s none, but to 258850 Ge Cheat. a 
1 Senſe! take the Rein; blind Paſſion drive us on 3. 
«« And, Ignorance befriend us on our Way; 
. give the Pulſe full Empire; live the Brute, 
6 Since, as the Brute, we die. *The Sum of Man, 
0 Of Godlike Man! to revel, and to rot. 


« But not on equal Tents with aber Brutes : 1 
« Their Revels a more' poignant Reliſh yiel, We 7 
„And fafer.too; They never Poiſons chuſe, * 
<« For ſenſual Life-They beſt Philoſophize ; de 
_ « Theirs, that Sereze, the Sages ſought in vain: ba 
« "Tis Man alone expoſtulates with Heavn. at 
His, al the Pom'r, and all the Cauſe, to mourn. 
„Shall human Eyes alone diſlolve i in Tears? 


And, bleed, in Anguiſh, none but lumen Heart 
The wide-ſtretcht Realm of Intellectual Woe,” 8 


«« Surpaffing Senſual far, is All our Oun. 
In Life ſo fatally diſtinguiſht, why © | | 


e confounded, Jumpe, u Death? | | 
Lag Wo x I And 4 


n 


* 2 TON 


Mlenar ad 8 denne ana 39 
| « And why then have we Thought 2. To toil and eat, 
« Then make our Bed in Darkneſs „needs no er : 
C What Spperfluities are reas'ning Souls? + + 7 1 
« Oh give Eternity ! or Thought deſtroy.— 55 
© But without Thought our Curſe were half unfelt z 
« Its blunted Edge would ſpare the throbbing ths, 
© And therefore tis beſtow'd. I thank thee, Regent | 
cc For aiding Life's too ſmall Calamities, 1 
* And giving Being to the Dread of Death. 
* Such are thy Bounties !— Was it then too much 
For me, to treſpaſs on the Brutal Rights ? 
« Too much for Heav'n to make one Emmet more > | 
«& Too much for Chaos to permit my Maſs ale wang 
A longer Stay with Eſſences unwrought, = _ 
% Unfaſhion'd, untormented into Man? 
11 Wretched Preferment to this Round of Pains f 
* Wretched Capacity of Frenzy, T, bought! 
| * Wretched Capacity of Dying, Life! © 
Lise, Thought, Worth, Wiſdom, All (Oh foul Revolt 7 
1 Once e to Peace, gone over to the Foe. | 


* Death, then, has chang'd ico Nats don O Death) | 
Come to my Boſom,” Thou beſt Gift of Heav'n! | - 
© Beſt Friend of Man! Since Man is Man no-more. + 

Why in this thorny Wilderny/s ſo long, 
Since there's no Promis 'd Lendsambrofl bor 5 

bh | But why this ſumptuous Inſult o'er our Heads ? | "EL 


« Why this IIluſtrious Canopy diſplay d? 1 0 5 
« Why ſo magnificently lodg d Deſpair 2  - -- . * 
At ſtated Periods, ſure-zeturning, rowl. 3 * 


. Theſe glorious Orbs, that Mortals may Derr 


fy mM W of n * of Pains; nor loſe 
5 * Then 


Aud Fruits promiſcuous, ever- teeming Earth, 


-> <6 Of Time, Toil, Treaſure, Art, for Owls and Adders; | 


1. Mon Ar RH SACRED "RENE 
| * Their Miſery's full Meaſure ?—Smiles with Flow'rs, 


„ That Man may languiſh in luxurious Scenes, 
3 And in an Eden mourn mn Joys? wig: 


60. Our Doom decreed demands a n Scene; 
& Why not a Dungeon dark, for the Conderan' d? 
Why not the Dragon's ſubterranean Den, 
4 For Man to.howl in? Why not his Abode, 
Of the ſame diſmal Colour with his Fate? 
A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaſt Expence . | 


3 
4 - 


«A, congruous, as for Man, this loſty Dome, * 
Which prompts proud n and kindles . 
| Deſire, 1 
If from her humble Chamber i in \ the Dutt, +8 2. a 
* While proud Thought ſwells, and high Deſire inflames, . 
The poor Worm calls us for her Inmates there ; „ 
« And, round us, Death's inexorable Hand 1 
„e Draws the dark Curtain cloſe; undrawn no more. 3 
ns Undrawn no more ? Behind the Cloud of Death, 
«© Once, I beheld a Sun; a Sun which gilt 
5 That ſable Cloud, and turn'd it all to Gold; 
4 How the Grave alter d? Fathomleſs, as Hell! | 
4e A real Hell to Thoſe, who dreamt of Heav'n. 
4 AnNHILaTION! How it yawns before me? | 
Next Moment I may drop from Thought, from a. | 
„ The Privilege of Angels, and of Worms, 5 
An Outcaſt from Exiſtence! And this Spirit,” $03: Oh 
This all-pervading, this all conſcious Soul, Fl 
This Particle of Energy divine, 


10 ' Which travels Nature, ee bt. 
— 66 And 


* * Tu 3 a * 


Mon Ar and SACRED PoEMS: . 6 | 
te And viſits Gods; and emulates their Pow! ts. 
& For ever is extinguiſht. Horror! Death! 
Death of that Death I fearkſs, once, — 
« When Horror Univer/al ſhall deſcen dd, 
©. And Heav'n's dark Concave urn all Human Race, * 
On chat enormous, unrefunding Tomb, | 
Ho juſt this Verſe ? this monumental __—_ 
9 Beneath the Lumber | of demoli for Worlds, . a}. 
Of Matter, never Digaig 4 with U, 
Here lie proud Rationals; The Sons of Heav'n! yu 
| The Lords of Earth! The Property of Worms 4 
Beings of Yeſterday, and no To-morrow! “! 
fs si in Terror, and i in 8 i! 


. 15 118-2; | £2 | 
"Hoe, 5 the and pronounce. If fuch i Is 5 
Mankind's Hiſtorian, tho' Divine, might weep. 5 


Dar'ſt Thou perſiſt ? And chr nonght on Earth, 
But a Jong Train of tranſitory Forms, uf 
Riſing, and breaking, Millions in an Hour d 5 1 . 18 
Bubbles of a fantaſtic Lord, blown unn 
In Sport, and then in Cruelty. d ſtroy'd ?. 2 N 
Oh! for what Crime, eee * i 
Deſtroys thy Scheme the Whole of human Race?! ? 
Kind is fell Lucifer compar d to The: 
Oh! ſpare this Waſte of Being half divine: 
And vindicate thi Oeconomy of Heav'n. 


Heav'n ball Love; all Joy in giving Joy 3 
It never had created, but to bleſs: 10 
| And ſhall It, then, firike off the Lift of Life, W's 
A Being bleſt, or Worthy /e to be? 8 $361 
n Gov. 
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3 Mon AL and SACRED PoE 1 7 
15 That; all Marre ſtarts at; thy Den? Ban #55; 
Art ſuch a Clod to wiſtithyſelf all Clay? 
1 N 
Of Nature ene: eee N A Tb 
What deadly Poiſon has thy Nature drank 1858 1 
To Nature undebaucht no Shock ſo great; 0 
| Nature's Fit Wiſh is endleſs mnt vl} Dn 6 wet 
| Annihilation i is an After- thought, 4 San 
A monſtrous With unborn; till Virtue: RIAA W 
And oh! what Depth of Horror lies — cx ths 
For Noon-exiftence no Man ever with, 

But, firſt, he wiſht'the Derry deſlroy'd. * A 4 


7 wt 11 Bn 8 NS IN * Ut A . K 


nN Thou fayſt, but one eternal Flax 
Of feeble Effences, tümultuehs drivin” n 


* 


——_ 
* 
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? "7% 
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 Thro' Time's rough Billows into Wigan ; 5 M 
Say, in this rapid Na of human Ruin, Intl 


"Is thorn we: Mock, on which Man's fig Thou 


And boldly think — n 4 08 
Amid ſuch hourly os on: bir, fy 0 7 ond F 
8 — 841 e ent | 


All-realizing, — N 
Which, as it call'd-forth' all oi 00d MY 
And force Deftruttion to refund her Spoil ?-. £1 54: oY ' 130 
Command the Grave, reſiore her taken Prey? is | oh. 


r — — — tht GAAP Lad WAY. os er ir A FR — "Lt a e 
— - — * 8 K — — 
1 _ * : y 18 
: „ wi 
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Aw 


1 Bid Death's dark. Vale its Human Harveſt yield, ._ 
. And Earth, and Ocean, pay their Debt of Van. | 
| True to the grand Depoſit truſted There? 7 Fs 


$ Is there no Potentate, whoſe out ſtretcht Arm, + 


(When rip'ning Time calls forth th' appointed 55 45 


Plackt from foul Devaſtation's famiſht Maw, 15 
* 18 | © Binds 


4 


* * 5 — 
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A. 


Built, (like a 3 als in the Wares), ER 
Amidft immenſe Effuſions of his Love. 
An Ocean of communicated Bliss. es, 


Think 'ſt Thou Omnipoterice a naked RR 
Each Bloſſom fair of Dz1Tx deſtroy d? 8 
Nothing is dead; nay, Nothing aero each Soul. 
That ever animated human Clay, _ 
Now wakes ; is on the Wing: Ani when the Call. 


2. 


Of chat loud Trump colleds iS. re:  Heav" n's 


Throne 
Conglob'd, we baſk j in everlaſting bey. 


How bright 7 bs Proſpect ſhines? How gloomy, 47 


Chang? '--- 

A trembling World! and a 8 Gov! 
 Farth, but the Shambles of Omnipotence! 

Heav' us Face all ſtain d with cauſcleſs nah 

Of countleſs Millions, born to feel the me 
Of Being 4%. Loxtnzol' can it be? 

This bids us ſhudder at the Thoughts of han: 

Who would be born to ſuch a phantom World. 
Where nought Subſtantial, but 1 0 
A World, where dark, myſterious Vanit7 


| Of Cd and Il, che diſtant, Colours blende, the ; 


Confounds all Reaſon, and all Hape deſtroys; | 
Reaſon, and Hope, our ſole. Aſylum Here / , 

A World ſo far from Great, (and yet how 1 
It ſhines to Thee ) there s nothing, Real in i 11 
* a Shadow! ee N Dream 


A 
2 N 
A 
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A Dream, how dreadful ? Univerſal Blank 
Before it and Behind ! Poor Man, a Spark 
From Non · exiſtence ſtruck by Wrath divine 1 

 Glitt'ring a Moment, . ey £1? 

Midſt Upper, Nether, and ſurrounding "wt | 

His Sad, Sure, Sudden, and Eternal Tomb. . 


Retract, Blaſphemer| dee. Th 
Of endleſs Arguments above, below, 4 
| Without us, and withie, the ſhore Ref, 
'E r Immortal, there's Gon i hen | 


E 


But wherefore ſuch Redundancy ? Such Waſte 
ot Argument? One ſets my Soul at Reſt! © 
So juſt the Skies, PuiLanper' s Life ſo pain d, | 
= His Heart ſo pure ; that, or ſucceeding Scenes 
W—: tan uns to gr, we had He bee br: | 


| 1 grant this Argument is old ; but Truth 
No Years.impair ; and had not This ben er 


Thou never hadſt deſpis'd it for i its Age TE 10 

Truth is Immortal as thy Soul; "and Fable 3 

ee e ee Be wiſe, nor e 
Heav'n's higheſt Bleſſing, Vengeance: O be wiſ N 
Nor male a Curle of Jnmortaliy. Mo ct 


Say, know'ſt Thou what 1tis? Or, what The art 
*Know'ſt Thou th“ Infortance of a Soul Immortal? 
— Behold this Midnight Glory ; Worlds, on See 
Amazing Pomp !- Redouble this Amaze ; 40 | 
x | Ten thouſand add; dl twice: Ten ene mares" 
3 . Then weigh the Whole; ee, ae ana. 
And calls th' aſtoniſhing Magnifcence 1 
— Cay, . VVVUU bn 


— 


— 


\ oo 1 


"RE 


1 3 


3 


For This believe not aves no Man believes = f 
Truſt not in Words, but Deeds ;: . 
Than thoſe of the SurzEns ; nor His, wy 
Conſult them All ; oy All proclaim - AY 
Thy Soul's Importance ; Trewble at Thyſelf; | 
For wha cee long EIS 
Has wak'd, and v. works, for Ages; from te Dink 
Of N to this Maney be 8 LL 2 


In this ſmall Province of His vaſt 
(All Nature bow, while 1 pronounce his Ny, 
What has Gov done, and not for this ſole End, 
To reſcue Sock hom Peach? Phe be, s Price, 
Is writin all the Conduct of the Skies 


The SouP's bigh.Price is the Greation's Ky, ; 2of win 


— 
x 


Unlocks'1 its Myſteries, and naked hays - Matt 150 &0 . 


The yeanine;Canſs of u Deed Divine: n 


Their obvious e eee, unites | nt 180571 HE) 
Moſt diſtant Periods in One blaſt Deen: 


That, 3 on ic dene 1 


The Former Two, but Servants toiths Thin: | 24 5 3 


To That their Duty done, they Both expire, 
Their Ma/e ne w- eaſt, forgot their Deeds renown"; © 
And Angels aſk,** Where once they ſhone ſo Pair?” 


This Flur, to Permanent; this Dark, te Day; | 
This Foul, to Pure; this Turbid, to Sereno; 
This Mean, to Mighty!-—for this glorious End 
** Au ᷣͤ, ting; ts r Sabbath al 
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The Livin e e een Dead were Rais'd ; A 
Angels, and more than Angels came from Heay” n, ; 
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Mo raged ae Fond. 


"206-3 


= | The World was Made 3 was Ruin'd; wits Neid! 3 
1 Laws from the Skies were Publiſh'd ; were Repeal' d: 
on Farrb Kings, Kingdoms roſe; Kings, Kingdoms fell 


Fam'd Sages lighted up the Pagan World. 
Prophets nn -4:1o0 ol 
1 3 N 


That Hallow'd Page, Fools ſcoff at, was 2 


Of all theſe Truths thrice-venerable Code! TI 
 Daftsl. perform your Quarentine ; and - Sag 91 > wor 
Fall proſtrate, ere you touch it, leſt FR Wes ff 2 


Nor leſs intenſely bent  Eifernal Pow" * 
To mar, than thoſe of Light, this End to gain. 
O what a Scene is Here! expand, a” 

To fake the vaſt Idea: Warring Worlds, 


b Of more than Mortal! mounted on the Wing! mo VT 
High- how ring o'er this little Brand of Strife! a 

This ſublunary Ball. But Strife, for what? 

In their own Cauſe confliding ? No; in Thine, 


In Man's. His fingle Int'reſt.blows the Flame; | 
His the ſole Stake; His Fate the I + ſounds 
Which kindles War Immortal. - How It bums? 


: Tamaltuous Swarms of Deities in Arms! | 


Think not this Faction.“ There was War in et, n.“ 
. From Heav'n's high cryſtal Mountain where It hung, : 
Tr ALMicaTy!'s outſtretcht Arm took donn ret . 


* 


. eee rein er oa 8 
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And ſhot His Iodignation at the Dee 


Rethunder'd' Hell, and darted all her Fires. — 


Why | 


| 
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„ be Pain'd, + or . For: euer. an 
Duration gives Importance; nel the f. We Ib 
An Angel, if a Creature of a Day, T4 2 
What would He be 2A Trifle of ue Wee vo 
Or Stand, or Fall ; no Matter which: He's gone. | 
Becauſe IMvorTAL, therefore is indulg “ te 
This ſtrange Regard of Deities to Duſt. | 
Hence, Heav*n Iooks down on Earth a all her le. ] 
Hence, the Soul's s mighty Moment i in her Sight : I: 


* 


Hence, Clay, vile Clay! has Angels for i its Guard, 


Hence, from all Age, the Cabinet divine 
Has held high Counſel o'er the Fate of Man... 


Nor have the Clouds thoſe gracious dundel: 
Angels undrew the Curtain of the Throne 
And Provipencs came forth to meet Mankind: 8 
Witneſs, Thou Sizai! whoſe Cloud-cover'd Height, . 
And ſhaken Baſis own'd the preſent God: Sy 
Witneſs, ye Billows! whoſe returning Tide. 
Breaking the Chain that faſten'd it in Air, 
Swept Egypt, and her Menaces, to Hell: 3 
Witneſs, ye Flames / th Aſyrian Tyrant b blew 
To ſev'nfold Rage, as Impotent, as Strong: 5 . 
And Thou, Earth! witneſs, whoſe expanding Jaws 1 
Clos'd o'er * Profumption's ſacrilegious Sons: wakes | 
Has not each Element, in n Turn, 2 


22 Y 0 
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The SouPs hight Price, anũ ſwoim it to the Wife ! 
Has not Flame; Ocean, Ather, Earthquake, e 
To ſtrike this Trath, "thro? adamantine Man ? 27 _ Oy 
And ſhall each Foy-be Mill a'Match-for Hearn? 

And full Equivalent for Groans Below? | © + 


Who well not give 4 Wade is peone;) . * 9 

What He unn rea wet. 
not, Loxzvzo ! then, impos'd on Thee, 

This hard Alternative; or, to renounce - 2; 

Thy Reaſon, and thy Senſe ; or, to Balve? 1797 

What then is Unbelief? Tis an Exploit; . 

A ſtrennous Enterprize : To gain it, Man 55 = a 


NAaſt burſt thro ey y Bar of common . 3 


And what rewards the flurdy Compatant * 1 80 Js We] 

res, de, Ip, kn on. 72 
But whereſoie, Hes Tor Wan rof Wort. 

© Thr oding w dane: bin che # Right. =p Lp 

If this Life's Gain invites him to the Deed, 25 


Why not his l i Father dn? FED” 
"Tis Virtue to purſue our Good Supreme; ot bn 
And his e 255 only Good i * Here. wat Ty | al at 
"Ambition, Au rice, by the Wiſe diſdain· d a 

Is Wiſdom, if. a T ouchſlone, covers All; 5 
Theſe find Employment, and provide for Sae | 4 
A richer Paſture, and a larger Range; - 2050 05 21 


2 4 


And Senſe by Right Divine aſcends the Throne, — 9 
When Reaſon's Prize, and Proſpect i is no more 3 : 


| The wen aria, . 
d Root wands Ou and expire. _ 


| Monat and Sea RED. bone wh 3 
; A Dairy believ d, will nought avail. „ 4 
Rewards and . het nets, 2 
| A OG CE Aeg g bes +.) 

Aoi the; ů Pee Oe OI. OS bd 
Who tells me 8 his Soul 9 0 32 
Whate er his Boaſt, has told me,. He's a * 5 
His Duty tis, to love Himſelf alone, 3 
To Nor care tho' Mankind periſh, if He ſiniles. 


And are there ſuch ?---Such Candidates there are 15 
For more.than Death ; for utter Loſs of Being! | 


| Is it in Words to paint you 7 Oye Fan! 
Fall n from the Wings of Reaſon, and of Hepe 1” | 
Erect in Stature, Prone in Appetite!” * 1 
- Patrons of Pleaſure, poſting into Pain 77! 
- Boaſters of Liberty, fſt-bound in Chains! 405 1 
More Semſeleſi than th' Irrational you mes” * 
Far more Undone! O ye moſt Infamous e 
Of Beings, from Superior Diguity !“ e wy. 
And are you, too, convinc'd, yoar Souls 20 of 
In Exhalation ſoft, and die in Air, ' 2 1 
From the full Flood: of Evidence againſt you 75 x2 
; In the coarſe aries, „ and Sinks of Sex/e, - Fee «A 
Your Souls have quite worn out the Make of Heav'n, . 
By Vice new-caſt,. and Creatures of your ]: 
But tho' you can deform, you can't n wines! e 


3 


5 To curſe, not n is all your Pow r. 7 
| Look thou on 7. 44 unbroken, 4 intire; 1 G. 
37 


Truth in the Sytem, the full Orb; where Truths 


| By Truths enlighten'd, and ſuftain- d, afford ” 
„ a 0 
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Mae Sd 5 


Th' incumbent Weight of abſlite, . Leet * 
Conviien ; Here, the more we preis, We ſtanctk L 
More Firm; Who moſt Examine; moſt Believe. 2 be 55 
Parts, like Half-ſentences, confound*; er 3 A 
Conveys the Senſe; and Go is underſtood 5 | ol 
Who not in Fraymeers writes to ur REI I: 1 
Read his <ubole Volime, "Sceptic! then,” Reply." > 


"IF 4 is 1 


_ This, This i is ; Thinking: he, a Thought that graſps 
Beyond a Grain, and looks beyond an Hour.” © 
Turn pp thine Eye, furvey this Midnight Scene 
- What are Earth's Kingdoms, to you. boundleſs Ocþs?. - 125 
And what rev boundleſs Orbs, to Godlike N en 
Thoſe num rous Worlds that throng the Firmament Firmament 1 
And aſk more Space in Heav'n, can row! 95 8 
In Man's capacious Thought, and ſtill leave Room aol 
For ampler Orbs ; for new Creations, * ; 
Can ſuch a Soul contract itſelf, to grippe 1 
A Point of no Dimenſion, of no Weight? 4 1 00 
It can ; it does: The World i is ſuch a Point, 1 
"ns N how ſmall a ee 


3 


* 


Sy pub pe 4 


93 # * 
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And leaves us in Cdn Foy? + won. 
What ſays, This Tranſportation of my Priends 5 9 0 
It bids me love the Place where zow they dwell, 55 


And ſcom this wretched Spot, they leave ſo Poor. om 


3 ee be 
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£4 * 


wan Anchors Sealy Seb call of W 

Two — de, | * : 
And TwW O of Deach 2 me Lat Far mal Evers; | * Kh i 
er van bang the nas >: ob el dt r. ui _ 


Life rational able an digher F ned. Ivy vt 
Triumphant i in H;s Beams, who made the "ng VO 
When we leave that Sun, and are leſt by Ri, 3 : 1 


b 1 
(The Fate of all who die i in \ tubborn Guilt). ETA? ——- | 


EE * 4 A 


"Tis utter Darkneſs ; "firitly, Double Death. 9 

We ſink by no Tudida/ Stroke of Heay n, 5 

Boat Nature's Corſe ; 3.28 ſure as Pluamers fall, 1 
7 


11, then, tat Dae -hth ld rom thy Lan 
Blame not the Bowels of the Drrrr; e 
Man ſhall be bleſt, as far as Man erm. qo | 
Not Man alone; alf Retfonals, fav 'n arms =y 5 
With an Tlluſtrivus, but Tremendbus, Powr, 
To counter act Its'one-roft Kracious End; - 
And this, of riet Necellity, not Choice ʒ 85 wy hs 
| That Pow'r deny'd, Men, Angels, were no more, 
But paſſiye Engines, void of Praiſe, er Ban: 
A Nature Rational implies the Po r 
Of being bleſt, or wretched, as we pleaſe; E tafE7) 
Elſe idle Reaſon would have nought to do; , 594 1 . | 
e eee pp_ . 
Of Pain, courts In 5 I of Bliſs. 
Heav'n «vill; our Happineſs, allows 01 N Doc 
Invites us ardently, but not campellrs 
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Man falls by Man, Ifknally He falls; | | 9 * 2 * ' | 
[And an He a, who lars om bebe, Gm 
The dreadful Secret, — Tat he len fur ne. 


5 Why This to thee ? Thee yet, perhaps, in Doubt | 
of Second Life: But wherefore doubtful * 
Eternal Life is Nature's ardent With; _ N "+: 274 
Thy tardy Faith declares that Wiſh deltroy'de Fara of 
| When frar'd the Future, "tis no hag ith, 6 ar Rr 7 
And when Unwiſht, we frive to Dilbelieve. 1 


| Iriftead of racking Fancy, to refute, = : 
Reform thy Manners, ee. 5 
From purer Manners, to fublimer Faith, . 
. Agbe, oo 
An honeſt Deift, where the Goſpel Hines," yy N 
Matur'd to nobler, in the Chriftian ends. 

. When that bleſt Change arrives, Cen caſt ade $4.57 
Convidtion, in a Flood, of Light Divine. hi 1 1240 Ar 

A Chriftian dwells, like * UnzL, in che Sun; 0. 
Meridian Eyidence puts Doub# to Flight: 5 
Read, and revere the Sacred Page; a * on; 
Where triumphs. Immortality 3, Page. 6, ah 

52 Which not. the whole Creation could ; a : I l 
Which not the Conflagration ſhall deſtroy; | 6. 9235 8 
In Nature's Ruins not one Letter loſt : 
'F ?Tis printed ip che Mind of Gods for ever. | ff 


. Still ſeems it ſtrange, that Thou ſhoudſt live for ever ? 
LED I it es range, that: "REA live a La 8 
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| Thicis a Miracle; and That no more; 

Deny Thou art, Then, doubt if Thou Bah few. © „ RO 
A Miracle, with Miracles inclos'd, 5 | 

' Is Man? Audits kis Pajk az whette Shun? 

What leſs than Miracles, from Gop, can flow ? 

Admit a GOD,---that Myſtery Supreme! 

That Cauſe uncaus d rs e- eee | 

Deny Him,---all is Myſtery beides; 

If weak thy Faith, why chaſe the Harder Side | 

We nothing Anow, but what is Marvellous; 

Yet what is Marvellous, we can't beliewss 

| So Weak our Reaſon, and fo Great o Gov, 

What moſt ſurprizes in the Sacred Page, HRS 

Or full as Strange, or Stranger, mu/f# be True. 

9 Faith is not Reaſon's Labour, but Repoſe. 


To Faith, and Virtus, why ſo backward'Man # 
From Hence ; The Preſext ſtrongiy firikes us Ally 
The Future, faintly: Can we, then, be Menn 
Reaſon is Man's Peculiar ; Senſe, the Brute s. 
The Preſent is the ſcanty Realm of Senſe; _ LY 
The Future, Reaſan' Empire unconfin'd; - | 2 
On Dat expending all her Godlike Pow'r, | 5 
She Plans, Provides, Expatiates, Triumphs, there; 

There, builds her-Bl/ings; There, expects her . 
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